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CLAUDE  DUVAL. 


SCENE  I.— ,1  Gothic  Room  in  the  Marquis’s  Man¬ 
sion  at  Hounslow,  handsomely  furnished  in  the 
old-jashioned  style — Carpet,  Mirror  over  Fire- 
'place— Window  it.  h.  aiul  l.  h.,  another  r.  c., 
Folding  Doors  in  bach — Greenhouse,  Ac.,  seen 
through  Sliding  Panel — Balcony  at  bach,  Lamp 
on  Table.  Curtains  to  window. 

At  the  rising  of  the  curtain,  GEORGE  is  discovered 
sitting  at  table — the  rolling  of  a  coach  is  heard. 

Geo.  What  noise  is  that  P  (Rises,  and  goes  to 
window,  it.)  A  coach  enters  the  courtyard!  It  is 
Miss  Julia,  without  doubt !  Provided  that  her 
old  nurse  has  given  her  my  letter,  it  will  tell  her 
how  I  adore  her.  Sometimes  I  have  thought  I 
read  in  her  eyes  that  her  heart  concealed  a  secret 
from  me  ;  but  it  cannot  be— she  is  too  generous, 
too  noble  a  nature  !  Candour  is  her  heart’s  idol, 
at  whose  shrine  I  worship. 

Julia.  (Without,  L.)  Well,  uncle,  don’t  trouble 
yourself.  I  will  wait  in  the  drawing-room. 

Geo.  (Aside.)  It  is  her  divine  self ! 

Julia.  ( Entering ,  l.  d.)  Ah,  Master  George,  I  am 
glad  to  see  you ! 

Geo.  (Bowing.)  You  are  very  kind,  miss. 

Jul.  You,  the  secretary  of  my  uncle,  and  conse¬ 
quently  his  confidant — you  can  tell  me  why  the 
Marquis  makes  mo  return  so  hastily  from  my 
aunt's! 

Geo.  In  truth,  I  am  ignorant  of  the  cause;  if  I 
had  known  positively  you  were  expected  to-day — it 
was  but  by  rumour  I  knew  of  your  return. 

Jul.  It  is  strauge — it  is  inconceivable,  is  it  not, 
George  ?  You  remember  how  in  a  moment  of  ill- 
temper  my  uncle  sent  me  back,  eight  days  ago,  to 
my  aaut’s,  where  I  was  brought  up  P  He  even 
vowed  to  let  me  die  there  of  ennui.  And  then 
only  j  udgo  of  my  surprise  when  yesterday  evening 
my  aunt  sent  for  me,  and  said  to  me,  **  Julia,  your 
uncle  writes  for  you  to  return  to  him.  Hasten 
your  departure,  for  he  attends  you  upon  an  im¬ 
portant  affair.”  In  a  few  minutes  I  was  iu  a 
coach,  aud  here  I  am. 

Geo.  Aud  you  cannot  suspect  what  for  ? 

Jul.  No,  believe  me.  But  what  signifies  ?  Here 
I  am  free.  Here  I  am,  returned  to  the  old  Hall. 
During  the  journey,  my  joy  was  so  great  that  I 
forgot  even  the  dangers  with  which  I  was 
threatened. 

Geo.  Dangers !  What  dangers  ? 

Jul.  What  dangers?  Do  you  not  know  that 
Claude  Duval,  the  terrible  highwayman,  has  been 
oeen  on  the  heath  with  his  band  ? 


Geo.  (Tranquilly.)  Oh,  yes— in  fact\,  yesterday  I 
met  him. 

Jul.  Did  you  ?  What  did  he  do  to  you  P 

Geo.  Do — nothing!  He  received  me  very  gra¬ 
ciously — he  even  offered  me  a  glass  of  wine.  Ob, 
I  can  assure  you  wo  are  on  very  good  terms — the 
best  of  friends ! 

Jul.  (Drawing  bach.)  A  fine  acquaintance  you 
have  made  indeed  !  I  advise  you  to  be  proud  of  it. 

Geo.  Perhaps  I  should  not  be  altogether  wrong 
to  be  so.  When  first  I  came  to  the  bar,  Clande 
Duval  had  just  been  taken  prisoner,  and  his  was 
the  first  cause  I  pleaded,  and  I  succeeded  so  well 
that  my  client,  instead  of  being  sent  to  Tyburn, 
was  sent  back  to  Newgate.  Ho  escaped  soon  after, 
and  has  sworn  eternal  gratitude  to  me. 

Jul.  Gratitude  from  a  highwayman ! 

Geo.  That  is  true ;  but  never  mind  him  now — 
you  are  safe  from  the  dangers  you  encountered. 
What  can  be  the  project  of  your  uncle  in  call¬ 
ing  yon  home  ?  You  do  not  conjecture? 

Jul.  Perhaps  a  husband. 

Geo.  (Quickly.)  A  husband  for  youJ  (Aside.) 
Oh,  if  I  dared  to  tell  her !  But  poverty  ties  my 
tongue. 

Jul.  (Approaching  him.)  You  are  a  friend, — tell 
me — do  you  know  my  intended  husband  ?  Speak  ! 

Geo.  (Aside.)  Would  that  I  could  speak  !  I  dare 
not!  Oh,  heavens!  what  embarrassment! — and 
yet  I  must !  ( Advances ,  and  then  stops.)  I  dare 

not! 

Jul.  (Advancing  towards  George.)  What  do  yon 
say  ? — what  do  you  think  P  We  are  friends. .  One 
can  advise. 

Geo.  (Aside.)  I  would  willingly  speak,  but  I 
dare  not ! 

Marquis.  (Without.)  My  niece— where  is  she  ? 

Geo.  Ha!  the  Marquis  ! 

Enter  MARQUIS,  L.  D. 

Mar.  Ah,  my  dear  Julia,  I  was  looking  for  you ! 
Pardon  me  for  not  having  spoken  to  you  when  you 
arrived,  but  I  am  so  engaged. 

Jul.  Am  I  not  at  your  orders,  dear  uncle — here 
at  your  pleasure  ? 

Mar.  Look  at  me.  Ah,  still  as  pretty  and  grace¬ 
ful  as  ever ;  and  as  obedient  as  pretty  since  you 
have  been  at  your  aunt’s. 

Jul.  (Eagerly.)  Is  that  the  reason  for  sending  for 
me  back  again  ? 

Mar.  (Perceiving  George.)  I  have  news  for  you 
that  will  overwhelm  you  with  joy,  I  hope. 
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Geo.  (Eagerly.)  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Mar.  (To  George.)  George,  you  are  going  to  pass 
some  time  with  your  family;  the  coach  which 
Drought  Julia  here  will  convey  you  thither. 

Jul.  (Aside.)  What  does  he  say  ? 

Geo.  Go,  sir,  to-day  ? 

Mar.  Directly ! 

Geo.  What  motive,  sir  ? 

Mar.  Your  father  will  inform  yon,  and  you  will 
be  satisfied,  I  assure  you.  So  adieu,  my  friend. 

Geo.  I  entreat  you  to  explain ! 

Mar.  Question  me  not,  and  set  out  quickly. 
Adieu ! 

Geo.  But,  my  lord - 

Mar.  Zounds,  sir !  will  you  make  me  angry  ? 
Adieu,  I  tell  you — adieu ! 

Jul.  But,  uncle - 

Geo.  Suflicient,  my  lord.  (Bowing.)  Miss  Julia. 
(Aside.)  He  knows  all,  but  it  does  not  signify.  I 
must  see  her  again,  and  I  will  return  soon.  Adieu, 
miss— adieu,  my  lord ! 

[Exit,  i»  D. 

Mar.  (Aside.)  He  is  gone  !  I  have  the  field  free  ! 
(Aloud.)  Listen  to  me,  my  darling  niece.  I  have 
to  talk  to  you  seriously ! 

Jul.  I  am  ready  to  hear  all,  dear  uncle.  First 
tell  me  why  you  have  sent  Master  George  away  so 
suddenly  ? 

Mar.  I  will  tell  you.  (Aside.)  Ah,  my  young 
secretary,  you’ll  write  to  my  noble  niece,  will 
you  ? 

Jul.  (Inquisitively .)  Well,  uncle. 

Alar.  Well,  that  young  man  who  has  just  left 
me — you  do  not  guess  it  ? 

Jul.  What,  dear  uncle  ? 

Mar.  Two  years  he  has  been  in  love. 

Jul.  (Joyfully.)  Two  years,  uncle ! 

Mar.  Madly  in  love,  and  his  father  has  sent  for 
him  to  surprise  him. 

Jul.  (Seriously.)  To  surprise  him !  I  do  not  un¬ 
derstand  you ! 

Mar.  You  will  understand  me,  (Drawing  a  paper 
from  his  pocket,  and  presenting  it  to  Julia.)  Here, 
read  this  letter.  (Aside,  laughing.)  The  letter  my 
secretary  had  the  audacity  to  write  to  my  niece, 
and  that  nurse  has  given  me.  (Rubbing  his  hands.) 
What  a  good  joke  ! 

Jul.  (Reading  the  letter.)  “  Have  yon  not  read  in 
my  eyes — in  my  heart — I  love  you  ?  I  adore  you ! 
for  pity,  one  word  of  hope !  See  you  belong  to  an¬ 
other — sooner  die !” 

Mar.  Et  cetera,  et  cetera.  Hem !  What  im¬ 
petuosity  ! 

Jul.  (Quickly.)  But  there  is  no  address  on  this 
letter.  For  whom  is  it  intended  ? 

Mar.  (Taking  back  the  letter.)  For  Miss  Anne 
Killigrew.  It’s  his  cousin.  George’s  father  sent 
me  this,  to  let  me  know  the  violent  attachment  of 
the  poor  young  man,  and  entreated  me  to  send  him 
home  as  soon  as  possible. 

Jul.  And  that  surprise  of  which  you  spoke  just 
now  ? 

Afar.  That  is  delightful !  On  his  arrival  he  will 
fall  into  the  arms  of  his  father,  who  will  throw 
him  into  the  arms  of  a  beautiful  bride ! 

Jul.  His  cousin  I 

Mar.  There  were  obstacles  to  their  union,  but 
they  are  all  removed,  and  it  will  take  place  to¬ 
morrow. 

Jul.  (Aside.)  To-morrow!  Poor  fellow  ! 

Mar.  What  is  the  matter  ?  You  are  not  well. 
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Jul.  (Controlling  herself.)  Me?  No,  you  are 
mistaken  ;  I  am  quite  calm,  very  calm — very  well. 

Mar.  But  this  is  enough  of  our  lawyer.  ( With 
mystery.)  Let  us  now  speak  of  a  new  guest,  who 
will  arrive  here  shortly,  and  one  whose  visit  fills  me 
with  joy. 

Jul.  Ah,  indeed !  Who,  pray  ? 

Mar.  A  charming  young  man,  whom  I  have  never 
seen,  but  whom  I  am  told  is  a  very  handsome, 
gentlemanly  beau,  and  of  high  birth — in  one  word, 
son  of  the  Governor  .of  the  Tower. 

Jul.  Son  of  the  Governor?  But,  uncle,  I 
thought  the  Governor  was  not  married. 

Mar.  True.  (Embarrassed.)  You  see,  my  dear, 
likenesses  are  stamped  at  random  at  times ;  we 
men  contract  frequently  one  or  more  marriages— 
left-handed  marriages — to  prepare  us  for  the  defi¬ 
nite  one — you  understand  ? 

Jul.  (With  simplicity.)  Not  at  all,  dear  uncle. 

Mar.  It  don’t  signify — he  is  related. 

Jul.  But  what  is  the  meaning  of  his  paying  you 
this  flattering  visit  ? 

Afar.  A  singular  motive,  he  comes  to  take  you 
away. 

Jul.  Take  me ! 

Mar.  Don’t  be  alarmed ;  he’s  an  excellent  young 
man — very  brave,  very  generous — but  idolized  by 
the  Governor.  He  is  named  Captain  Firebrass  ; 
he  believes  everything  told  to  him,  and  some¬ 
times  he  amuses  himself  by  dressing  in  the 
costume  of  Claude  Duval,  who  they  say  re¬ 
sembles  him  ;  disguised  thus,  he  runs  the  country 
with  some  hair-brained  youths  of  his  own  age, 
and  if  by  chance  he  hears  speak  of  a  pretty  woman 
which  makes  him  think  of  you ;  and  I  am  warned 
that  he  intends  to  introduce  himself  into  the  Hall 
to-day. 

Jul.  (Frightened.)  But  you  should  have  left  me 
at  my  aunt’s. 

Mar.  (Laughing.)  His  father  desires  but  one 
thing — to  marry  him  as  soon  as  possible  to  a  rich 
and  noble  heiress.  Ah,  well,  I  have  a  presenti¬ 
ment  that  as  soon  as  ho  shall  have  seen  yon,  as  a 
loyal  and  gallant  gentleman,  he  will  ask  your 
hand.  My  servants  are  on  the  look-out  for  him, 
and  will  give  the  signal  the  moment  he  arrives  in 
sight. 

Jul.  (Drawing  back.)  Aly  hand  !  Afarry  him  ? 

Afar.  (Exultingly.)  What  an  alliance!  Do  you 
not  see  me  uncle  of  the  son  of  a  mighty  house ! 
They  will  make  me  an  earl  at  least.  (A. horn  is 
heard  at  distance.)  What  do  I  hear — already  the 
signal  ?  He’s  arrived. 

Jul.  Signal ! — what  signal  ? 

Mar.  Of  the  arrival  of  Captain  Firebrass ;  and 
you  are  still  in  your  travelling-dress,  and  your 
toilette  is  not  even  begun. 

Jul.  (Dejectedly.)  My  toilette  ! 

Mar.  Go,  go,  and  return  speedily,  and  help  mo 
to  do  the  honours  of  my  house  to  our  terrible  ban¬ 
dit. 

Jul.  I  obey,  uncle.  (Aside.)  Ah,  Alaster  Gcorce 
is  going  to  marry.  Ah,  well,  I  must  try  to  love 
another.  He  shall  know  it,  and  that  perhaps  will 
pain  him.  (Aloud.)  I  return,  uncle — I  return  ! 

[She  goes  out  at  the  side,  n.  d. 


Mar.  Now  the  auspicious  moment  arrives,  (  lie 
extinguishes  the  lights  which  are  on  the  table.)  How 
is  our  young  man  going  to  play  his  part  ?  As  for 
me,  mine  is  all  traced — it  acts  to  gain  his  favour, 
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and  if  I  arrive  there,  what  fortune  for  me !  Ah, 
ah  !  I  hear  him.  ( Retires ,  r.  behind  a  door.) 

( Claude  Duval  appearing  at  a  balcouy, 
a  lantern  in  his  hand,  enfolded  in  a 
large  cloak,  which  conceals  his  high¬ 
wayman's  dress.) 

Claude.  Worthy  companions,  keep  watch.  Wait 
until  I  call  you.  ( Entering ,  c.)  To  conquer  all 
resistance,  a  single  wrord  will  suffice.  I,  the  in¬ 
vincible  Claude  Duval,  who  dare  resist  ? 

Mar.  ( Laughing  aside.)  It  is  the  invincible 
Claude  Duval !  Ha,  ha ! 

Claude.  What  silence  reigns  in  this  house !  But 
to  this  calm  soon  a  tumult  will  succeed.  They 
will  everywhere  cry,  “To  arms!  to  arms!’’ 
(Strutting  about.)  Behold  me!  behold  me! 
Claude  Duval,  the  invincible !  Misfortune  to  him 
who  resists  me ! 

Mar.  (Aside.)  Behold  him!  behold  him!  He  is 
Claude  Duval,  the  invincible ! 

Claude.  (Knocks  against  the  furniture.)  Who 
goes  there?  Nobody.  Now,  Claude,  rejoice  ;  all 
goes  well.  A  rich  traveller  will  cross  the  Heath 
to-night,  and  more,  an  illustrious  person  has  been 
seen  just  now— the  son  of  the  Governor  of  the 
Tower.  What  a  windfall  if  you  could  take  those 
two  captives — the  son  of  the  Governor  especially, 
as  he  has  assumed  my  costume  at  times !  He 
compromises  me;  and  if  he  falls  into  my  hands  I 
shall  require  a  good  ransom  before  I  let  him  go 
free.  But  to  business.  ( Turning  his  lantern 
half  light  on  the  stage.  )  The  apartment  of  the 
Marquis  is,  I  believe,  on  this  side.  Let  me  lose  no 
time.  ( He  advances.) 

Mar.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Claude.  (Running  to  him  with  a  dagger  raised). 
Silence  !  or  you  are  a  dead  man. 

Mar.  Oh,  very  well.  (A side,  laughing.)  It  com¬ 
mences  as  I  expected. 

Claude.  Who  are  you? 

Mar.  The  Marquis  of  Honeybum  ! 

Claude.  (Putting  his  lantern  off  the  dark  side.) 
Ah,  that’s  all  right:  and  I’m  Claude  Duval,  the 
highwayman ! 

Mar.  The  highwayman?  Enchanted  to  make 
your  acquaintance. 

Claude.  (Astonished.)  What!  does  not  my  name 
frighten  you  ?  You  laugh  ? 

Mar.  That  is  true  ;  I  cannot  help  it.  (Looking  at 
him.)  Oh,  the  strange  genius!  Oh,  the  comical 
dress,  and  the  head  expressly.  Oh,  the  head  ! 

Claude.  Listen,  Marquis!  I  had  resolved  at  first 
to  pillage  your  mansion ;  but  your  coolness  pleases 
me,  and  I  shall  be  satisfied  with  the  sum  of  a  thou¬ 
sand  pounds. 

(The  Marquis  goes  and  quietly  opens  a 
bureau ,  r.,  and  takes  a  pocket-book, 
ar.d  returns.) 

Mar.  Here  behold  the  veritable  sum. 

Claude.  ( More  astonished.)  The  one  thousand 
pounds?  Impossible!  Ah,  Walker !— gammon ! 

Mar.  Reckon  yourself. 

Claude,  lily  faith,  it  is  true !  And  you  offer  it 
me  without  my  asking  it  ? 

Mar.  But  too  happy  to  be  agreeable  to  you. 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  do  you  like  jewels— precious 

stones  ? 

Claude.  (W  ith  animation.)  If  I  like  them?  Can 
a  duck  swim  ? 
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Mar.  Well,  come  here.  . 

(Re  takes  Duval  near  the  wainscot, 
and  pushes  a  spring,  and  a  panel 
opens.) 

Claude.  What,  those  diamond  rings,  gold 
watches !  Who  put  them  there  ? 

Mar.  Me  alone.  They  are  jewels  of  the  late 
marquis.  Take  them  ;  they  are  yours. 

Claude.  (Looking.)  I  am  petrified. 

Mar.  Well,  are  you  satisfied?  You  look  thought¬ 
ful,  my  friend,  the  highwayman. 

Claude.  Yes;  I  have  my  scruples.  I  am  accus¬ 
tomed  to  take  all  I  want ;  and  when  they’re  given 
me,  it  troubles  me  much. 

Mar.  No  ceremony.  Are  you  hungry  ?  Will  you 
sup  ? 

Claude.  Willingly. 

Mar.  (Rings  abell.)  Certainly;  why  did  you  not 
say  that  before?  You  are  here  at  your  own 
house. 

( Immediately  the  servants  bring  in  a 
table,  richly  served,  with  lighted 
candles.  Stage  well  lighted.) 

Claude.  Cau  I  believe  my  eyes  ? 

Mar.  Will  you  be  seated,  my  lord  ? 

Claude.  (Stupefied).  My  lord!  yes;  the  Lord 
knows  who ! 

Mar.  I  hope  to  have  the  honour  of  being  your 
cup-bearer.  Grant  me  the  honour. 

Claude.  The  honour!  Upon  my  word,  a  fine 
honour  !  (He  sits  down  at  table.) 

Mar.  Will  you  take  a  little  of  this  jelly  ? — or 
perhaps  you  would  prefer  a  tankard  of  wine  ? 

(First  fills  his.) 

Claude.  (Aside— with  suspicion.)  This  is  a  snare 
they  lay  for  me!  (Aloud.)  My  dear  host,  I  entreat 
you  to  drink  first. 

Mar.  (With  ceremony.)  After  you,  my  lord.  I 
couldn’t  think  of  such  rudeness. 

Claude.  No,  not  before  yon. 

Mar.  (Drinks.)  There,  you  funny  rogue,  if  it 
must  be  so ! 

Claude.  I  have  my  reasons.  Now  let  us  drink 
together.  (Drinks.)  Heavens !  wdiat  excellent 
wine !  Do  you  import  your  own  ?  You  may  send 
ten  or  twelve  dozen  of  it  to  me,  old  Square-toes ! 

Mar.  Twenty  dozen,  if  you  please,  my  lord,  to 
accept  it. 

Claude.  This  is  an  adventure!  I  cannot  com¬ 
prehend  this  kind  reception — to  treat  me  so  well ! 
What  happy  chance  !  I  may  feast  without  fear ! 

Mar.  (Aside— rubbing  his  hands.)  Ah,  what  au 
adventure!  Yes;  all  will  go  well!  This  noble 
guest  sitting  at  my  table!  We  must  neglect 
nothing !  His  noble  presence  renders  hope  to  my 
heart !  Enchanted  thus,  I  will  welcome  him  with¬ 
out  fear,  without  constraint ! 

Claude.  Now,  my  worthy  cup-bearer,  I  did  not 
expect  such  a  charming  repast. 

Mar.  (Bowing.)  Your  indulgence  does  me 
honour. 

Claude.  The  viands  and  the  wines  are  most  de¬ 
licious — and  then  those  glittering  gems ! 

Mar.  (Cunningly.)  Come,  you  will  not  make  me 
believe  that  it  is  for  my  gold  or  my  jewels  that  you 
have  come  here ! 

Claude.  Eh ! — for  what  the  devil  else  slionld  I 
come  ? 

Mar.  ( Maliciously .)  For  a  treasure  which  will 
suit  you  better,  you  rogue ! 

(Slapping  him  on  the  shoulder.) 
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Claude.  {Eagerly.)  A  treasure  ivliick  suits  me 
better  ?  Speak ! 

Mar.  ( Cunningly .)  You  know  it  well ! 

Claude.  I  know  it  well  P  I  know  nothing! 

Mar.  (Digging  him  in  the  side.)  My  niece,  Julia, 
you  villain ! 

Claude.  ( Astonished .)  Your  niece  ! 

( Repeating  the  action.) 

Mar.  So  charming  and  so  beautiful !  By  her 
riches,  she  is  worthy  of  you ! 

Claude.  ( Whose  astonishment  increases.)  Worthy 
of  me  P 

Mar.  (Laughing.)  What  would  you  say  if  I  was 
to  propose  you  to  be  her - 

Claude.  To  be  her  what? 

Mai'.  Her  husband  ! 

Claude.  I  her  husband !  (Aside.)  What  damn’d 
nonsense  !  The  old  man’s  mad  !  How  long  have 
you  been  at  large  ? 

Mar.  Yes;  that  dear  and  noble  girl  will  be  proud 
of  your  choice ! 

(Goes  to  door  at  L.,  and  makes  a  sign.) 

Claude.  (Laughing.)  Proud  of  my  choice!  Oh, 
yes ;  since  it  must  be  so,  I  am  auxious  to  see  her  ! 
Show  me  that  lovely  woman  ! 

Mar.  (Bringing  her  forward.)  Look  at  her!  Is 
she  not  beautiful  ?  Captain  Firebrass,  my  niece, 
Miss  Julia. 

Claude.  (Aside.)  What  a  charming  face— in  fact 
she  is  enchanting ! 

Jill.  (Aside — looking  at  Claude.)  What  a  singular 
figure !  He  does  look  like  a  real  highwayman ! 

Mar.  (Laughing.)  Without  my  ingenuity,  I 
swear  one  might  really  be  deceived !  Come,  curt¬ 
sey  to  his  highness  !  (Julia  curtseys  to  Claude.) 
Come,  compliment  my  niece — be  gallant ! 

Claude.  ( Very  embarrassed— bowing.)  Certainly, 
Miss — is  young,  graceful,  and  beautiful!  (To  the 
Marquis.)  But  I  am  frightfully  perplexed ! 

Mar.  Ah,  I  see— my  presence  constrains  von. 

Claude.  (Stupefied.)  Yon  dare  leave  her  with 
me? 

Mar.  You  are  my  guest,  and  I  believe  in  your 
loyalty,  my  noble  Captain. 

Jul.  (Rather  alarmed — aside.)  But,  uncle - 

Mar.  (Aside.)  Take  courage. 

Jul.  Remain — remain !  I  entreat  you,  uncle. 

Mar.  (Whispering,  pointing  to  l.)  Now  fear 
nothing.  From  that  gallery  I  hear  all,  I  see  all, 
and  I  watch  over  your  safety. 

Claude.  (Gaily,  aside.)  This  is  indeed  an  adven¬ 
ture  !  what  the  devil  does  he  take  me  for  ?  But  I 
suppose  I  must  brave  it  out.  This  reception — 
this  affable  conversation ! — what  happy  chance,  no 
more  defiance,  my  heart’s  enchanted  1  I  am  wel¬ 
comed  without  fear — without  constraint !  This 
hospitality -  (Goes  up,  looking  about.) 

Mar.  (Aside,  rubbing  his  hands.)  Ah,  what  an 
adventure  this  is,  to  be  sure !  I  swear,  it  all  will  go 
well;  our  amiable  guest  must  not  be  neglected. 
His  noble  presence  gives  me  hope— my  heart’s 
enchanted  with  him. 

Jul.  (Aside.)  This  man’s  appearance,  and  his 
peculiar  dress,  makes  me  fear  him ;  yet,  for  my 
uncle’s  sake,  I  must  obey. 

Mar.  (To  Julia.)  Do  not  be  shy— I  will  leave  you 
together.  (Takes  her  hand.)  Fear  not,  I  will  watch 
over  you. 

[Exit  Marquis,  L, 

Claude.  The  Marquis  has  gone.  (Aside.)  How  to 
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commence  this  conversation — the  devil  take  me  if 
I  know  what  to  say !  (Aloud,  and  coughing.)  Hem ! 
hem ! 

Jul.  Captain ! 

Claude.  Miss,  yon  appear  to - 

Jul.  No.  sir,  i  am  not - ( Drawing  back.)  Oh, 

dear  no,  sir,  not  the  least  in  the  world — are  you  ? 

Claude.  (Speakingboldly.)  I  admire  your  courage, 
miss,  but  tell  me,  by  what  strange  caprice  does  the 
Marquis  oblige  you  to  remain  tete-d-tete  with  a 
highwayman  ? 

Jul.  (With  simplicity.)  Oh,  the  Marquis  knows 
very  well  you  are  not  like  a  real  highwayman. 

Claude.  (Proudly.)  That  is  true  !  I  am  proud  to 
say  it !  You  have  a  fine  discernment — I  do  the 
gentlemanly. 

Jul.  Even  in  this  costume,  you  have  something 
of  a  noble  and  distinguished  air. 

Cloude.  (Aside.)  Flattery,  by  the  gods  !  (Aloud.) 
My  dear  miss,  you  compliment  me.  (Bowing.) 

Jul.  Why  that  surpx-ise  ?  you  ought  to  be 
accustomed  to  these  eulogiums. 

Claude.  Eu — what  miss?  Yes,  quite  so.  (Laugh¬ 
ing.)  Oh,  yes,  perfectly,  bnt  not  those  kind !  and  I 
acknowledge,  I  had  never  been  received  before,  as 
I  have  been  by  your  uncle  and  yourself. 

Jul.  Oh!  but  my  uncle  could  not  receive  you 
otherwise,  for  they  say  in  his  youth  he  has  been 
exactly  like  yourself. 

Claude.  Impossible!  what,  your  money  or  your 
life  !  Oh,  impossible  ! 

Jul.  It  is  true.  He  often  repeats  smilingly,  that 
at  the  age  of  twenty  he  was  as  great  a  rogue  as 
you  appear  to  be. 

Claude.  You  don’t  say  so.  But  for  you — yon 
have  not  the  same  motives  of  indulgence,  nothing 
but  disdain. 

Jul.  On  the  contrary — and  I  shall  be  very  glad 
if  you  will  grant  the  favour  that  my  uncle  lias 
recommended  me  to  ask  you. 

Claude.  What  favour  ? 

Jul.  To  pass  some  days  with  us.  We  will  en¬ 
deavour  to  render  the  visit  as  agreeable  as 
possible;  we  could  go  together  over  this  rich  domain : 
our  ponds  abond  with  fish,  and  our  grounds  with 
game  ;  and  at  our  return  we  could  play  at  cards, 
sing,  dance,  or  have  music,  concerts,  and  every 
happiness  this  life  cau  bestow. 

Claude.  Sports  of  my  soul!  Shooting,  fishing  — 
but  I,  a  poor  outlaw,  a  rover  of  the  highway — 1, 
who  only  hear  the  wind  cry,  and  the  voice  of  the 
dying,  asking  mercy ! 

Jut.  But  the  sweot  sports  of  the  dear  country 
will  make  you  forget  the  horrors  of  war,  and  all 
its  torments. 

Claude.  (Moralizing.)  Ah,  true !  the  sports  of 
the  field  will  recall  to  my  affected  soul  the  days  so 
pure,  when  crime  and  shame  were  strangers  to 
this  now  degraded  form. 

Jtd.  Come,  my  lord,  you  are  melancholy.  Shall 
I  sing  to  you  one  of  the  melodies  of  La  Belle 
France,  of  which  you  are  a  native,  I  believe  ?  I 
always  admire,  always  adore,  the  sweet  melodies 
of  that  fair  clime. 


SONG. — French  melody. 

Claude.  (In  transport.)  Howr  your  voico  chamns 
my  heart ;  you  have  brought  back  the  sweetest  re¬ 
membrance  of  my  youth. 

Jul.  Come,  my  lord,  let  us  banish  fear  and 
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alarm  ;  a  joyous  ball  in  the  evening  has  its  pleasures, 
and  will  drive  away  intruding  melancholy. 

( Claude ,  transported,  kisses  the  hand  of 
Julia.  MARQUIS  enters  at  the 
moment ,  l.) 

Mar.  Bravo,  bravo!  my  noble  Captain  ! 

Claude.  My  lord,  pardon;  I  was  carried  away  by 
my  feelings.  An,  Marquis,  it  is  in  such  moments  I 
deplore  my  past  life,  and  you  can  comprehend  the 
happiness  I  could  experience  in  becoming  an  honest 
man. 

Mar.  You  play  your  character  admirably. 

Claude.  That  I  euvy  him,  proscribed  as  lam,  the 
felicity  who  could  declare  himself  the  admirer  of 
your  lovely  niece,  and  aspire  to  that  charming 
hand. 

Mar.  (Quickly.)  Sufficient,  sufficient,  my  lord;  do 
not  say  more  ;  the  official  demand  that  you  make 
of  me,  the  hand  of  my  niece,  overwhelms  me  with 

j°y*  ,  ,  . 

Claude.  Me  demand!  I — I  should  never  forgive 
myself. 

Mar.  Because  you  have  done  some  foolish  things. 
Nonsense!  Tricks  of  youth.  (Whispering.)  I  have 
been  guilty  of  a  great  many ;  marriage  will  cure 
you,  tamo  you  down. 

Jul.  But,  uncle - 

Mar.  (Solemnly.)  Captain  Firebrass,  your  choice 
does  us  honour ;  my  niece  is  yours. 

Claude.  Impossible! 

Mar.  Come,  come,  bo  persuaded ;  I  do  not  dis¬ 
semble,  since  my  niece  has  the  happiness  to  please 
you. 

Claude.  (Laughing.)  Whom  would  she  not 
please  ?  But  it  is  impossible  that  I  can  be  agree¬ 
able  to  Miss - 

Mar.  Captain  Firebrass,  you  are  too  modest ;  my 
niece  is  ready  to  obey  me. 

Jul.  (Whispers.)  But,  uncle - 

Mar.  (Not  listening.)  You  can  read  it  in  her 
eyes  ;  and  to  convince  you,  the  nuptials  shall  take 
place  this  evening. 

Claude.  Business  of  the  utmdst  importance 
requires  my  departure.  An  expedition — a  convoy 
of  contraband  merchandise— a  l-ich  booty. 

Mar.  Well,  cannot  that  expedition  be  directed 
by  another  than  by  the  commander-in-chief  ?  Have 
you  not  a  skilful  lieuteuant  ? 

Claude.  No;  not  one — not  one  capable.  (Aside.) 
Not  one  that  I  can  trust. 

Mar.  But  if  you  could  find  one,  you  would  remain 
then  ? 

Claude.  Perhaps. 

Max.  I  will  find  you  one. 

Claude.  Who  is  it  ? 

Mar.  I  will  be  your  lieutenant ! 

Claude.  You!  Not  for  worlds. 

Mar.  I  have  served  as  colonel,  I  can  very  well 
serve  for  your  lieutenant,  Captain. 

Claude.  But  the  expedition  offers  great  peril. 
Mar.  What  signifies  ?  I  shall  at  least  have  the 
glory  to  die  on  the  field  of  honour. 

Claude.  (Laughing.)  You  call  that  the  post  of 
honour.  Notwithstanding  the  great  respect  I  owe 
yon  I  cannot  consent. 

Mar.  Captain,  be  persuaded. 

Claude.  (Laughing.)  And  you  really  wish  to  mate 
us  for  better  or  for  worse.  (Aside.)  Well,  I  think 
she  will  find  me  worse  than  I  seem. 

Mar.  Yes,  yes,  yes.  I  am  satisfied,  so  will  my 
niece  be,  I  have  no  doubt. 
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Claude.  Well,  siuce  you  will  it  so.  (Goes  to  the 
balcony  and  calls.)  “  Corporal  Lurch!*'— (A  head 
appears.)  Assemble  all  the  band,  and  inform  them 
that  the  Marquis  will  direct  in  my  place  the  attack 
on  the  convoy ;  the  first  who  refuses  to  obey  him 
will  be  shot  immediately. 

(The  bandit's  head  disappears.) 

Mar.  (With  transport.)  Ah,  how  good  you  are, 
how  magnanimous.  Thanks — I  will  assure  you  this 
instant  of  your  happiness.  Come,  J  ulia,  I  am  going 
to  tell  the  notary.  I  was  so  sure  of  this  marriage 
that  I  had  all  prepared  beforehand  for  the  noble 
nuptials. — Oh  !  this  evening  no  pomp— no  etiquette 
— later  we  shall  have  balls  and  festivals.  Come,  m 
an  instant  and  join  your  affianced— my  dear 
nephew - 

Claude.  I  shall  take  care  not  to  fail,  my  nncle. 

Mar.  That  is  right,  as  soon  as  possible.  I  fiy 
where  glory  calls  me. 

Claude.  (Laughing.)  Adieu,  and  good  fortune. 

[Exeunt  Marquis  and  Julia,  L.  D. 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  Was  there  ever  such  an  adventure 
— by  my  faith  I  have  let  myself  be  conducted 
blindfolded — let  us  see  where  they  will  lead  me. 

George.  (Without,  l.  v.)  Yes,  I  tell  you  1  must 
speak  to  him . 

Claude.  Him  !  I  know  that  voice. 

Enter  GEORGE,  l.  d. 

Geo.  (Aside.)  Ah !  I  will  dispute  her  even  to  the 
son  of  the  Governor  himself.  (Aloud.)  Captain 
Firebrass,  pardon  me  if  I  come — Ah,  good  Heavens, 
do  my  eyes  deceive  me  ? 

Claude.  What  do  I  see  ? — is  it  an  illusion  ? 

Geo.  Claude  Duval,  the  Highwayman. 

Claude.  Mr.  George  Lovel,  my  advocate. 

Geo.  You  here— wretch — do  you  seize  upon  this 
mansion  ? 

Claude.  Fear  not — the  Marquis  has  removed  the 
necessity  of  it.  I  put  my  dagger  to  his  throat. 
He  burst  out  laughing.  I  ask  him  a  thousand 
guineas,  he  gives  me  double. 

Geo.  What  romance  did  you  tell  me  ? 

Claude.  It  is  not  a  romance,  and  at  this  moment 
I  defy  you  to  divine  where  he  is. 

Geo.  Where  ? 

Claude.  Heading  my  troops.  He  has  elected 
himself  my  lieutenant.  He  directs  the  expedition 
in  place  of  myself. 

Geo.  Good  heavens,  do  you  know  for  whom  they 
take  you  ? 

Claude.  No.  For  whom  ? 

Geo.  For  Captain  Firebrass,  son  of  the  Governor 
of  the  Tower. 

Claude.  For  the  son  of  the  Governor  of  the 
Tower. 

Geo.  Yes,  that  hairbrain  who  amuses  himself 
sometimes  by  taking  your  name  and  costume. 

Claude.  (Laughing.)  Ah,  ah,  ah!  all  is  ex¬ 
plained  at  last,  and  it  is  my  turn  to  laugh.  Ah, 
ah,  ah !  Poor  Marquis. 

Geo.  And  has  he  seriously  taken  you  for  his 
lordship  ? 

Claude.  I  declare  to  you  it  is  true,  and  more  thaa, 
that,  he  wishes  absolutely  that  I  marry  his  niece 
this  very  evening. 

Geo.  Impossible  !  You  lie ! 

Claude.  Ah  !  a  lie  to  me— ha,  ha,  ha !  let  your 
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own  eyes  convince  you;  elie  awaits  me  at  the 
notary’s,  close  by. 

Geo.  She  is  affianced  to  me,  and — see  her  belong  to 
another,  I  would  sooner  die. 

Claude.  Die  !  Nonsense,  my  noble  advocate — 
you  who  plead  so  well.  That  will  do  you  no 
service. 

(He  runs,  takes  a  great  mantle  and  his 
hat  that  he  had  put  upon  a  chair.) 


Geo.  What  project  have  you  now  r 

Claude.  (Eagerly.)  Time  presses  —  take  this 
mantle  this  hat.  (He  gives  them  to  him.) 

Geo.  But  I  do  not  understand. 

Claude.  These  honest  people  have  such  thick 
heads  !  It  is  night — the  chapel  scarcely  lighted — 
go - 

Geo.  I  cannot,  will  not  consent. 

Claude.  (Pushing  him.)  Fie — fie — you  will  not 
preserve  them  any  more  under  this  mantle. 

Geo.  But  it  is  audacious  in  you  to  act  thus. 

Claude.  Fortune  and  love,  loves  the  audacious. 

(Pushes  him  quite  out  of  sight,  c.  K.) 


Marquis.  (Without.)  Victory!  victory! 

Claude.  (Laughing,)  Ha!  ha!  Here  is  my 
noble  lieutenant,  my  dear  uncle. 

Mar.  (Entering  with  -precipitation ,  l.  d.) 
Victory !  victory !  Ah,  my  dear  Captain,  1  have 
shown  myself  worthy  of  you.  What  a  combat ! 
what  success !  what  triumph !  (Sings.)  “Seethe 
conquering  hero  comes.”  ( Marching  about.) 

Claude.  (Stopping  him.)  Enough  enthusiasm, 
let  us  hear  all  abont  it — you  have  surprised  the 
convoy,  you  say  ? 

Mar.  Not  at  all.  I  have  made  a  much  better 
capture. 

Claude.  How  ? 

Mar.  The  convoy  will  not  pass  until  to-morrow 
very  late,  and  I  was  returning  very  disappointed, 
when  at  the  turning  of  the  road  I  met,  who  do  you 
think — I  beg  of  you  to  ask  me. 

Claude.  Who  ? 

Mar.  Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman,  the  real 
bandit. 

Claude.  (Laughing.)  Ah,  yes,  the  real  Simon 
Pure. 

Afar.  With  some  scoundrels  of  his  species.  He 
wras  coming  to  pillage  my  mansion  immediately. 
I  gave  my  men  orders  to  attack  him — they  were  a 
little  like  myself — I  thirsted  for  carnage  and  glory  ; 
at  the  first  onset  all  those  cowardly  rascals  fled, 
Claude  Duval  alone  made  a  vigorous  resistance ; 
in  short,  I  threw  him  down  and  putting  my  foot 
upon  his  throat,  I  cried  with  a  voice  of  thunder, 
( Very  softly.)  “  Surrender,  or  you  are  a  dead  man.” 
He  surrendered,  the  coward. 

Claude.  (Laughing  )  That  is  capital — you  have 
taken  him  prisoner  P 

Mar.  Yes,  my  dear  Captain,  rejoice  !  Clande 
Duval  is  no  longer  to  be  feared !  (Seizing  his  arm.) 
I  hold  him  tight,  I  have  him  firmly  in  my  power. 

Claude.  (Drawing  back.)  What  do  you  mean — 
you  hold  him  ? 

Mar.  Without  doubt,  in  the  turret,  between  four 
good  walls,  very  dark  and  very  thick,  where  I  have 
had  him  shut  in,  cuffed  hands  and  feet.  • 

Claude.  I  breathe  again.  The  true  one.  (Burst- 
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ing  into  a  laugh.)  Oh,  ha,  ha !  oh,  la  !  I  can  bear 
it  no  longer.  I  stifle. 

Mar.  But  my  triumph  was  nearly  making  me 
forget  to  restore  to  my  supreme  chief  that  which 
belongs  to  him,  for  I  was  but  your  lieutenant 
Captain,  though  Colonel 

Claude.  What  do  you  say  ? 

Mar.  My  lord — my  nephew,  it  is  for  you  to  open 
this  pocket-book,  that  I  have  taken  from  that 
scoundrel,  Claude  Duval. 

Claude.  (Opening  the  book  and  perusing  the 
paper.)  “  Official  order — the  Captain  Firebrass  will 
render  himself — ”  the  signature  of  the  Governor, 
— that  is  well. 

Mar.  The  signature  of  the  Governor.  How 
came  these  papers  in  the  hands  of  snch  a  robber. 

Claude.  (Who  has  per  used  another  paper,  exclaims 
with  joy.)  What  do  I  see  ?  What  happiness— 
that  which  I  have  been  so  long  expecting.  (Read¬ 
ing.)  “  Full  and  entire  amnesty  to  Claude  Duval 
and  his  comrades  upon  the  condition  that  they  en¬ 
gage  themselves  to  serve  in  the  royal  army — 
Signed,  Govebnob.” 

Mar.  I  do  not  understand. 

Claude.  How,  my  dear  uncle,  with  your  usual 
penetration  do  you  not  divine  ? 

Mar.  Eh — what— no — if - Ah  !  I  can  no  longer 

sustain  myself — I  am  going — I  shall  faint — you 
maintain  that  you  are - 

Claude.  ( Laughing )  Claude  Duval,  the  highway¬ 
man. 

Mar.  And  the  other,  that  I  have  vanquished — 
that  I  have  imprisoned — 

Claude.  The  son  of  the  Governor— no  less  a 
person. 

Mar.  I  am  lost. 

Claude.  It  is  true— it  is  rather  too  much  of  a 
joke,  my  good  uncle. 

Mar.  Thy  uncle — robber! 

Claude.  Have  you  not  forced  me  to  marrv  your 
niece  ? 

Mar.  Good  heavens!  Can  the  marriage  have 
taken  place  ? 

Claude.  (Laughing .)  It  is  done  this  moment. 

Mar.  (Falling  upon  an  arm-chair.)  Ruined, 
lost,  undone ! 

Claude.  All  is  concluded,  you  cannot  belie  your¬ 
self — your  niece  adores  her  husband.  (Seeing 
JULIA  and  GEORGE,  who  enter  by  the  side,  c.  L.) 
Come,  Marquis — bless  your  children. 

Mar.  (Rising,  furiously.)  Bless  you,  highway¬ 
man  ! 

Jul.  (Running  to  Marquis,  with  joy.)  My  uncle— 
my  dear  uncle— but  you  deceived  me.  George  has 
never  loved  any  other  but  me.  It  was  me  that  he 
loved — and  I  am  very  happy. 

Mar.  Happy  ?  explain  yourself. 

Claude.  We’ll  do  that  in  justice  to  you  and  my¬ 
self.  I  have  transmitted  to  another  the  right  you 
gave  me  over  Miss  Julia,  and  I  have  married  my 
affianced  to  my  advocate. 

Mar.  (Stupefied.)  I  comprehend  now — and  you 
are  not  so  bad  for  a  highwayman,  after  all. 

Geo.  And  as  to  the  son  of  the  Governor  I  have 
rendered  him  his  liberty  in  your  name.  He  under¬ 
stands  your  mistake,  and  admires  your  courage, 
your  vigour - 

Mar.  (Aside,  with-  a  look  of  contrition.)  My 
vigour  !  I  believe  it — I  have  nearly  strangled  him. 

Claude.  Well,  adieu,  my  advocate.  Adieu,  Miss 
Julia.  (To  the  Marquis,  laughingly.)  Without  ran¬ 
cour,  my  late  uncle,  my  late  lieutenant. 
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Mar.  (Exasperated.)  Your  lieutenant,  highway¬ 
man  ? 

Claude.  (With  emotion.)  Hush,  Marquis— hear 
me  say  adieu  for  ever.  I  trust  the  remainder  of 
my  days,  the  good  will  obliterate  the  past  bad,  and  j 
my  repentance  will  meet  tho  approbation  of  all ! 


DUVAL. 

friends  to  wish  success  to  Claude  Duval,  the  Ladies’ 
Highwayman. 

(Claude  Duval,  about  to  go,  makes  a  last 
gesture  of  adieu.) 

coaxAiir. 
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OR,  A  VISIT  FROM  FRA  DIAVOIO. 
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COSTUM  ZED. 


/ 


w?™2™  Fu-st  dross  :  That  of  Fra  Diavolo’s.  Second  dress:  Light  blue  trousers,  with  a 

pumps  VGt  s^n^G  ^owu  the  sides,  puce-coloured  braided  frock  coat,  black  stock,  stockings,  and 

v,  uAR°J-TA  double-breasted  long  great  coat,  witli  a  small  cape,  gold  buttons  and  button- 
cs,  black  small-clothes  and  silk  stockings,  shoes  and  stone  buckles,  white  cravat,  a  small  cocked 
nat,  with  orange  cockade. 

,  Lauretta.  White  satin  short  dress,  open  down  the  front  and  sides,  trimmed  with  flowers,  over  a 
£Kirt  of  the  same. 

,  Losa.  A  pink  dress,  made  the  same  as  above,  over  a  white  skirt,  with  a  pink  and  Venetian  head- 
cress. 

Flora.— A  plain  drees,  as  above,  trimmed  with  ribbons,  head-dress,  &c. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 
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Upp  - - - 

Side;  0.  P.  Opposite  Prompt. 

Relative  Positions.-R.  means  Eight;  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre;  L.  C.  Left 

R.  Kk.  C.  LO.  Xi, 


***  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  he  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


WANTED,  A  BRIGAND 


SCENE  I. — A  handsome  apartment.  A  French 
window?  in  flat,  r.,  opening  on  to  a  balcony — moon¬ 
light  in  the  distance.  A  door  in  flat,  L. — doors 
s.  E.  R.  A  L.  A  table,  on  which  are  papers,  pens, 
ink,  draining  materials,  a  mirror,  lighted  candles, 
Ac.,  chairs,  a  sofa,  u.  e.  l.,ct  guitar  on  it.  A  lustre 
suspended  from  the  centre — carpet,  ornaments,  Ac. 

Enter  LAURETTA  and  ROSA,  door  in  flat. 

llosa.  (l.)  Oil,  my  dear  Lauretta,  such  an  ad¬ 
venture!  such  a  dreadful  thing  occurred  to  me 
last  night ! 

Lau.  (r.)  An  adventure !  Oh,  you  must  tell 
mo  all  about  it. — Now  make  haste,  for  I’m  so 
curious. 

Rosa.  Being  anxious  to  arrive  here  in  time  for 
your  ball,  and  having  to  come  through  Terracina, 
on  our  road  here  to  Naples,  I  had  hastened  the 
postillion  in  the  hope  of  getting  over  the  worst 
part  of  the  ground  before  night-fall — but  at  a  turn 
in  the  road — Oh !  I  tremble  at  the  bare  recollec¬ 
tion  ! 

Lau.  Don’t  keep  me  in  suspense— What  occurred  P 
— was  the  carriage  overturned  ? 

Rosa.  Oh,  no, — you  have  heard  speak  of  the 
famous  Fra  Diavolo  ? 

Lau.  Fra  Diavolo  !  His  name  is  familiar  every¬ 
where. 

Rosa.  Well,  my  dear  Lauretta,  it  was  into  his 
hands  that  I  fell. 

Lau.  You ! 

Rosa.  I !  Fortunately  my  attendants  made  no 
attempt  at  resistance,  and  to  that  I  am  indebted 
for  my  having  been  spared. 

Lau.  Oh  !  what  would  I  not  have  given  to  have 
been  in  your  place. 

Rosa.  What  madness. — But  you  are  full  of 
romance. 

Lau.  I  adoi-e  romance !  I  hate  the  dull  common¬ 
place  characters  of  ordinary  life.  Fra  Diavolo’s 
feats  have  long  been  the  theme  of  my  wonder  and 
admiration.  I  have  often  longed  to  have  the  good 
fortune  to  be  thrown  in  his  way.  And  you  have 
actually  seen  him — can  you  give  me  an  idea  of 
him  ? 

Rosa.  Of  his  dress  ?  certainly — it  was  quite 
execrable ! 

Lau.  Of  coarse— when  on  the  high  road  yon 
would  not  expect  to  find  him  dressed  for  a  ball. — 
But  his  features ! 

Rosa.  It  was  dark,  and  I  could  not  distinguish 

them. 

Lau.  Well — well,  what  ransom  did  he  require  ? 
Rosa,  Nothiug.  “  Are  you  not  ” — said  he — “  the 
wife  of  the  Baron  de  Musqtiito,  the  Minister  of 


Police — he  that  has  sot  on  foot  a  subscription 
among  the  nobility  to  set  a  price  upon  mv  head  ?” 
I  replied  that  I  was.  “That  is  sufficient/'  said 
he,— “descend  from  your  carriage.”  I  trembled 
from  head  to  foot,  thinking  my  last  moment  had 
arrived— when  he  ottered  me  his  arm  with  an  air 
of  the  most  perfect  gentleness  and  grace.  “  Calm 
yourself,  signora,”— said  he— “  we  never  make 
war  against  women.” 

Lau.  Of  course,  you  gained  confidence. 

Rosa.  On  the  contrary,  my  fears  were  increased. 
However,  he  was  satisfied  with  seizing  my  liiis- 
band’s  despatches,  and  suffered  me  to  re-enter  my 
carriage  with  everything  that  belonged  to  me. 

Lau.  Indeed ! 

Rosa.  Except  a  trifle— a  diamond  necklace,  which 
in  my  confusion  I  mast  have  let  fall.  I  must  not 
do  him  the  injustice  to  suppose  that  lie  could  have 
taken  it. 

Lau.  Certainly  not. — And  this  noble  disin¬ 
terestedness  confirms  all  that  is  said  of  his 
generosity. 

Rosa.  Does  it  not? — But  my  husband  cannot 
appreciate  it. — He  is  furious — he  speaks  only  of 
revenging  this  insult  to  the  police— of  redoubling 
its  vigilauce.  I  should  have  had  a  quarrel  with 
him  about  it,  but  that  I  had  no  time.  I  was 
anxious  to  see  you — to  talk  over  many  things — and 
first,  to  ask  you  when  you  intend  marrying  again, 
— for  at  your  age - 

Lau.  Why,  you  are  beginning  to  importune  me 
now.  My  brother,  when  I  was  in  Paris,  never  let 
a  day  pass  without  introducing  new  candidates  for 
my  affections. 

Rosa.  And  you  were  proof  against  them  all  ? 

Lau.  I  hoped,  that  here,  in  Italy,  my  brother 
would  allow  me  some  respite.  But  no— even  here 
he  sends  me  a  letter — saying,  that  a  friend  of  his — 
one  Julian  de  Beauvais — is  coming  to  Naples  as 
Secretary  to  the  French  Embassy.  He  is,  accord¬ 
ing  to  my  brother’s  letter— rich— tolerably  good- 
looking  and  clever.  It  will  make  you  laugh— he 
has  subjoined  a  portrait. 

Rosa.  That  of  the  secretary  ? 

Lau.  Yes — drawn  by  my  brother.  A  pretty 
experiment,  truly.  To  show  you  how  little  such  a 
scheme  is  likely  to  succeed  with  me, — I  have  not 
even  opened  the  box. 

Rosa.  Have  you  not  had  the  curiosity  ? 

Lau.  No. 

Rosa.  But  why  refuse  the  visit  of  a  man  of  good 
family — a  man  of  the  world  ? 

Lau.  Men  of  the  world  indeed !  I  hate  the  very 
name.  Your  men  of  the  world  arc  all  alike — then- 
looks  are  as  much  made  upon  the  same  fashion  as 
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their  coats  are— they  are  automatons— nothin" 
original  about  them.  And  can  I  choose  a  lord  and 
master  from  such  a  common-place  herd  ? — No,  no, 

I  will,  as  I  have  often  said,  remain  a  widow. 

Rosa.  Till  you  find  some  daring  brigand  to  run 
away  with  you,  I  suppose.  Well,  well,  I  must 
leave  you  now.  (Music  heard  behind.)  The  dancing 
has  commenced.  I  hear  the  music. 


DUET. — (Composed  by  Mrs.  G.  A’Beclcett). 


Music’s  soft  measure. 

Merrily  sounding — 

To  it  with  pleasure, 

Light  steps  are  bounding. 

As  they  advance 
In  joyous  dance. 

Oh,  now  how  its  soft  spell  thralls  us  j 
Aivay,  where  its  gay  voice  calls  us. 

See  in  the  dance  how  each  nation. 

Gracefulness  ever  displays — 

Germans  in  giddy  rotation. 

Threading  the  waltz’s  swift  maze. 

In  the  Cachuca,  glowing  and  free, 

117(0,  like  the  dark-eyed  Spaniard  can  be? 

In  Tarantellas— rapid  and  gay 
Naples’  wild  children  chase  thought  away. 

See  in  the  dance  how  each  nation. 

Gracef  ulness  ever  displays ; 

Hark  l  Music’s  soft  invitation. 

Calls  us  to  join  in  its  maze. 

[Exit  Rosa,  door  in  flat. 
Lau.  She  may  well  laugh  at  my  hopeless  wish  to 
find  iu  the  present  day,  a  being  formed  in  the 
mould  of  true  romance.  The  thought  is  indeed 
vaiu. 


Enter  FLORA,  door,  L. 


Flo.  Will  my  lady  wear  diamonds  or  pearls  in 
her  head-dress  this  evening. 

Lau.  (k.)  In  my  own  house,  neither.  The  most 
simple  thing  you  can  find — plain  ribbons  of  course. 
Flo.  I  wish  I  had  known  it  sooner.  The  same 


colour  as  your  dress,  my  lady  ? 

Lau.  Certainly. 

Flo.  How  unfortunate— I  have  none  that  will 
match. 

Lau.  Go  then,  and  procure  them  at  the  first 
shop.  Re  quick,  and  repair  your  neglect. 

Flo.  I  fly,  my  lady. 

[Exit  Flora,  door,  L. 

Lau.  I  shall  require  my  necklace  and  bracelets. 
I  forgot  to  desire  Flora  to  bring  them  to  me.  No 
matter— they  are  only  in  the  next  room,  I  can  go 
for  them  myself. 

[Exit  Lauretta,  door,  R. 


JULIAN,  as  Fra  Diavolo,  is  seen  to  scale  the 
balcony,  and  enter  through  the  window  in  flat,  R-, 
he  comes  forward. 


Jul.  So!— no  one  here.  This,  according  to 
the  directions  given  me  by  her  brother,  must  be  her 
apartment— in  this  disguise  I  must  succed  in  win¬ 
ning  her — and  my  wager  too.  Or,  if  not,  at  all 
events  I  shall  put  an  cud  to  her  foolish  partiality 
for  brigands.  This  dress  of  Fra  Diavolo  s  will  do 
much  for  me — a  baccarolc  iu  the  character  of  tho 
renowned  brigand  must  be  irresistable !  Some  one 
comes.  I  will  retire  into  the  balcony  for  the 
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present — my  entrance  must  be  imposing  and 
dramatic,  or  half  the  effect  would  be  lost. 

[ Julian  retires  into  Balcony. 


Enter  LAURETTA,  door,  l.,  with  box  of  jewels. 

Lau.  1  have  found  them— uowto  occupy  myself 

iu  putting  them  on. 

(She  goes  to  the  table,  R.,  as  if  to  ar¬ 
range  her  head-dress,  if c.  Enter 

JULIAN  by  the  window.  The  noise 
he  make  alarms  Lauretta,  who  turns, 
and  seeing  him,  utters  an  exclama¬ 
tion  of  horror.) 

Lau.  (Coming  forward,  R.)  Oh,  mercy  ! 

Jul.  (Coming  forward,  l.)  Silence! 

Lau.  Help  !  murder ! — within ! 

Jul.  Silence,  I  say,  or  you  die. 

( Presents  a  pistol.) 

Lau.  (Aside.)  I  am  alone !— what  would  you  with 
me — gold  ? 

Jul.  No - 

Lau.  Who  then  are  you  ? 

Jnl.  Cau  you  not  guess  F— He  that  is  everywhere 
and  yet  nowhere — the  terror  of  ail,  but  the  admi¬ 
ration  of  many. 

Lau.  Can  you  then  be - 

Jul.  Fra  Diavolo ! 

Lau.  Fra  Diavolo  !  What  is  your  motive  for 
coming  here  ? 

Jul.  I  beg  your  pardon — you  are  light  ;  you 
ought  to  know  my  motive  for  coming  here,  and  you 
shall — but  first  of  all  caution.  (Goes  to  door,  i„) 

Lau.  What  are  you  going  to  do 

Jul.  To  secure  us  against  intrusion.  (He  bolts 
the  door,  l.,  Lauretta  is  going  towards  it.)  You 
need  not  trouble  yourself— it  is  always  my  plan  in 
these  cases. 

Lau.  (Aside,  but  looking  towards  door  in  flat.) 
At  least  there  is  the  door  that  leads  to  the  ball* 


room. 

Jul.  (Following  the  looks  of  Lauretta.)  Indeed — I 
beg  your  pardon,  I  did  not  see  tbat  door  at  first — 
thank  you.  (Goes  up,  and  fastens  door  in  flat.) 

Lau.  (Aside.)  Have  I  no  means  of  escape  ! 

(Seeing  the  window  open,  goes  towards 
it.) 

Jul.  ( Getting  between  her  and  the  window.)  I  am 
ashamed  of  my  inattention  ;  I  had  left  the  window 
open — in  that  ball  dress  you  might  take  cold. 

(Closes  window .) 

Lau.  (Crossing  to  L.,  aside,  trying  to  arouse  herself.) 
After  all,  since  he  respected  Rosa,  why  should  I 
fear. — Will  you  be  good  enough  to  explain  the  ob- 
j  ect  of  this  visit  ? 

Jul.  (r.)  With  pleasure. 

(Placing  his  pistols  on  the  table,  R., 
arranges  his  hair  at  the  glass.) 

Lau.  (Aside.)  This  coolness  is  astonishing  ! — 
Well,  sir? 

Jul.  I  beg  your  pardon — pray  be  seated. 
(Placing  a  chair,  l.,  Jjaurctta  sits.)  I  can  excuse 
your  impatience — and  to  keep  you  uo  longer  iu 
suspense — I  have  come — (Flora  knocks  at  door,  l.) 
What  noise  is  that  ? 

Lau.  (Rising.)  Probably  some  of  the  guests. 

Jul.  (Seizing  his  pistols.)  The  first  who  enters 
falls. 

(Flora  speaks  without,  door,  l.) 

Flora i.  (Without.)  My  lady — my  lady - 

Lau.  (l.)  Don’t  use  violence — it’s  only  my  maid. 

Flora.  (Without.)  Has  my  lady  locked  herself 
in? 
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Jul.  (r.)  Send  her  away. 

Lau.  How  cau  I — my  reputation — what  would  be 
said  ? 

J  id.  Well,  let  it  be  so— admit  her,  and  I  will  con¬ 
ceal  myself  here ;  remember,  I  have  my  eye 
upon  you.  (Gets  behind  the  window  curtain.) 

Lau.  How  painful  is  my  situation. 

(Opens  door,  l.) 

Enter  FLORA,  door,  l. 

What  is  the  meaning  of  this  noise  ? 

Flo.  My  lady,  are  you  ill  ‘i — you  are  not  in  the 
habit  of  locking  yourself  in  thus  ? 

Lau.  I  am  aware  of  that,  but  I  felt  inclined  fora 
little  repose  before  the  ball. 

Flo.  But  I  heard  you  talking,  my  lady. 

Lau.  Yes,  very  likely — I  do  talk  in  my  sleep. 

Flo.  My  lady  forgets  the  ribands  I  was  to  bring 
— I  could  not  please  myself,  so  I  have  brought 
this  box  to  select  from,  if  your  ladyship  will  just 
look  over  a  few  of  them. 

Lau.  No,  no — I  will  do  without — take  them  away. 

Flo.  If  you  would  only - 

Lau.  Will  you  leave  me  ? 

Flo.  Certainly,  if  my  lady  desires  it.  (Aside.)  I 
am  sure  there  is  something  wrong  to-night. 

[ Exit  Flora,  door,  L. 

Lau.  (Bolting  the  door  after  her.)  She’s  gone  at 
lust. 

Jul.  ( Corning  forward,  r.)  Really,  madam,  your 
politeness  is  unbounded.  To  sacrifice  a  new  head¬ 
dress  to  the  safety  of  your  guest. 

Lau.  (l.)  My  guest ! 

Jul.  Rather  an  unexpected  one,  I  confess.  The 
fact  is,  an  enterprise  of  some  importance,  which  I 
have  in  hand,  has  rendered  it  necessary  that  I 
should  enter  Naples;  in  spite  of  my  cloak  I  fear  I 
was  recoguised.  But  to  pursue  me,  and  to  take 
me,  are  very  different  things ;  seeing  the  wall  of 
your  garden,  I  scaled  it — when  I  perceived  your 
balcony,  I  mounted  it — and  the  window  being 
temptingly  open,  I  entered  it — and  here  I  am. 

Lau.  You  have  acted  boldly.  How  could  you 
suppose  I  should  give  you  an  asylum  ? 

J ul.  I  thought,  probably,  that  you  might  do  so 
voluntarily — and  if  not,  I  must  argue  the  point 
with  you — I  always  carry  these  persuaders  about 
with  me. 

( Producing  pistols.) 

Lau.  Oh,  dear — you  don’t  mean  to  threaten  me. 
I  always  understood  you  were  so  very  gentle 
towards  our  sex. 

Jul.  My  intentions  were  not  to  threaten  ;  I  can 
see  it  is  needless— for  of  course  you  will  do  me  the 
service  I  require. 

Lau.  What  is  it  ? 

Jul.  Merely  to  suffer  me  to  continue  a  guest  in 
your  house  until  to-morrow —the  business  that 
brought  me  to  Naples,  will  be  settled  by  that 
time. 

Lau.  Consider,  sir - 

Jul.  (Firmly.)  I  have  considered,  and  I  must. 

Lau.  I  only  hesitated,  sir,  on  your  account,  for 
to-night - 

Jul.  You  give  a  ball — I  know  all  that. 

Lau.  You  know  it— how  ? 

Jul.  As  I  know  everything  else.  The  Govern¬ 
ment  keep  spies  in  its  pay,  who  perform  a  double 
office.  Their  duty  is  to  find  out  what  is  going  on 
in  the  mountains,  and  I  find  out  from  them  what 
takes  place  in  the  city. 


BRIGAND.  ^ 

Lau.  But  how  will  you  keep  yourself  concealed 
— all  the  nobility  of  Naples  will  be  at  my  ball. 

Jul.  If  my  information  is  correct — that  door  (l.) 
leads  to  your  apartment,  and  that  Ir.)  is  reserved 
for  your  brother.  I  have  no  doubt  that  as  you  are 
expecting  him,  everything  has  been  prepared  for 
him,  and  the  accommodation  will  serve  very  well 
for  me.  But  remember,  I  shall  be  at  your  elbow, 
and  if  by  a  word  or  a  gesture,  you  venture  to 
betray  me — we  brigands  have  a  very  summary  way 
of  fulfilling  the  ends  of  justice.  Be  careful,  for 
when  you  least  expect  it,  you  may  find  me  at  your 
side. 

DUET. 

Lau.  And  so,  wherever  I  may  be, 

You  promise  ne'er  to  leave  me  : 

Jul.  Go  where  you  will,  you'll  turn  and  see 
Me  at  your  side,  believe  me. 

Lon.  Suppose  I  yo  my  love  to  meet. 

J  id.  Still  you  will  find  me  near  thee. 

Lau.  When  my  confessions  1  repeal; 

Jul.  1  shall  be  there  to  hear  thee. 

Jul.  At  ball,  or  play,  where’er  you  yo. 

You’ll  find  me  ever  present ; 

Lau.  Indeed— if  you  pursue  me  so. 

It  will  be  very  pleasant. 

My  chamber  sure  will  sacred  bet 

Jul.  I’m  there,  I  can  assure  you, 

Lau.  What  if  I  should  discover  thee  ? 

Jul.  These  weapons  must  secure  thee. 

[Fait  Julian,  door,  r.  Rosa  speaks 
without,  door  in  fiat. 

Rosa.  (Without.)  Never  mind— I’ll  go  to  her  in 
her  own  room. 

Lau.  ( Going  to  door  in  fiat.)  I’m  coming! 

(Opens  it.) 

Enter  ROSA,  door  in  fiat. 

Rosa.  Why,  here  you  are. 

Lau.  (Anxious  to  go.)  Yes,  yes.  I’m  ready.  Let 
us  join  the  guests. 

(Baron  speaJ:s  without  at  back.) 

Baron.  (Without.)  Oh,  very  well— very  well — I’ll, 
go  to  them. 

Rosa.  Here  is  my  husband. 

Lau.  I’ll  go  to  him. 

Rosa.  But  he  is  here. 

Enter  BARON  DE  MUSQUITO,  door  in  fiat. 

Baron.  (As  entering.)  Where  is  she — where  is 
she  ?  Oh,  here  you  are  ! 

Lau.  (Looking  round.)  Ah  1 

Rosa,  (l.)  You  seem  to  be  disturbed. 

Lau.  Ob,  no,  not  at  all. 

Baron,  (c.)  If  yon  are  disturbed,  madam,  I  shall 
be  happy  to  interfere.  We  of  the  police  could  not 
exist  without  a  disturbance ;  and  if  there  is  no  one 
else  to  make  one  we  do  it  ourselves,  to  show  our 
activity  in  quelling  it  afterwards. 

Rosa.  My  poor  husband  thinks  of  nothing  but 
the  police. 

Baron.  Madam— your  guests  have  been  expecting 
you. 

Lau.  Come,  then,  let  us  join  them. 

Baron.  Excuse  me !  Business  first,  and  pleasure 
afterwards,  is  always  my  motto.  We  always  like 
to  try  a  man  first,  for  that’s  business— and  we  exe¬ 
cute  him  afterwards,  for  that’s  pleasure. 
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Lav..  Bat  you  can  have  no  business  to  transact 
hero— my  boudoir  is  not  a  clerk’s  office,  you  know, 
Baron. 

Baron.  The  office  of  the  chief  Minister  of  Police 
is  everywhere ;  nothing  ought  to  be  done  any¬ 
where  without  my  knowing  it.  But  I  have  some 
important  despatches  which  were  placed  in  my 
Rands  as  I  got  oat  of  my  carriage.  As  this  seems 
the  only  apartment  free  from  visitors,  would  you 
allow  me  ? 

Lav.  Why,  if  the  despatches  are  ideally  impor¬ 
tant — — 

Baron.  Really  important!  They  relate  to  that 
remorseless  villain — Fra  Diavolo ! 

Lau.  Fra  Diavolo ! 

Rosa.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Lau.  Nothing— nothing - 

Baron.  (Aside.)  Those  two  nothings  mean  some¬ 
thing.  Rosa,  you  can  assist  me  by  comparing  the 
descriptions  that  have  been  given  me  with  your 
own  recollections  of  him  as  yon  saw  him,  you 
know.  (To  Lauretta.)  But  first,  allow  me  to  con¬ 
duct  you  to  your  guests — who  are  inquiring  for 
their  kind  hostess.  Place  yourself,  madam,  under 
the  protection  of  the  head  of  that  most  useful  of 
bodies — the  police. 

( Gives  his  arm,  to  Lauretta.) 
[. Exeunt  Baron  and  Lauretta,  door  in 
flat. 

"Rosa.  I  hope  my  husband  will  not  detain  me  long 
from  the  ball  with  his  official  matters ;  I’m  anxious 
to  join  the  dance. 

SONG. 

Oh,  who  would  from  the  merry  hall. 

Linger  alone  ? 

When  from  the  lighted  hall, 

Joy  so  soon  is  flown. 

For  should  the  dawn  of  day  advance. 

Friends  and  lovers  must  part ; 

Then  away  to  join  the  lively  dance. 

Light  of  step — gay  of  heart. 

Who  would  not  seel:  pleasure's  tide. 

In  youth’s  bright  day, 

For  it  will  svnftly  glide 
From  us  away. 

How  at  the  ball  each  throbbing  breast, 

With  delight  appears  to  thrill — 

When  the  weary  frame  has  sunk  to  rest. 
Fancy  hears  its  music  still. 

Enter  BARON,  with  despatches,  door  in  flat. 

Baron.  (As  entering.)  What,  more  despatches — 
hand  them  over,  and  I’ll  soon  despatch  the 
despatches.  (Advances,  b.) 

Rosa.  Really,  my  dear,  it  is  the  height  of  bad 
taste  to  introduce  police  matters  at  a  ball. 

Baron.  Don’t  run  down  the  police — you  could 
not  do  without  it.  They  are  invaluable  at  a  ball, 
for  if  it  were  not  for  them  there  would  be  no  one  to 
crack  the  heads  of  the  mob,  and  clear  the  way  for 
your  carriages:  Besides,  with  such  a  fellow  as 
this  Fra  Diavolo  to  deal  with,  one  cannot  be  too 
much  on  the  alert.  Now  for  the  despatches. 
(Opens,  and  reads.)  This  is  from  Verona.  “Fra 
Diavolo  has  been  seen  in  this  neighbourhood.  He 
is  a  large  stout  man,  and  always  wears  an  old  blue 
uniform,  with  white  facings— you  may  rely  on  this 
as  the  true  description.”  Capital!  what  a  perfect 
system  the  police  is  reduced  to. 


Rosa.  But  when  I  saw  him,  I  did  not  think  him 
anything  like  that. 

Baron.  Nonsense ! — Isn’t  this  official — and  what¬ 
ever  is  official  must  be  correct.  Here’s  another 
from  Mantua.  (Reads.)  “  Fra  Diavolo,  is  a  tali 
thin  man,  with  light  hair  and  blue  eyes.  He 
always  wears  a  suit  of  dark  brown.  This  you  may 
rely  on  as  authentic.” 

Rosa.  What  a  perfect  system  the  police  is  re¬ 
duced  to.  (Laughs.) 

Baron.  And  so  it  is,  madam ;  the  little  variation 
in  the  description  only  shows  how  difficult  it  is  to 
get  hold  of  him.  But  when  we  do - 

Rosa.  Ah — when  you  do - 

Baron.  We’ll  try  at  any  rate.  Here’s  a  third 
despatch.  (Reads.)  “  Fra  Diavolo  always  carries 
a  load  on  his  back,  and  is  dressed  as  a  pedlar.” 

Enter  JULIAN,  in  another  dress,  door  K. 

Jul.  (Advancing  B.)  Excuse  me,  sir,  there’s 
some  mistake  hex-e. 

Baron,  (c.,  Surprised.)  I  think  there’s  some  mis¬ 
take  on  your  part,  sir, — I  don’t  know  you. 

Jul.  A  French  artist ;  a  friend  of  the  brother  of 
our  fair  hostess,  to  whom  I  have  letters  of  intro¬ 
duction. 

Rosa,  (l.)  How  strange!  Lauretta  did  not  tell 
me. 

Baron.  A  stranger  here,  and  I  not  have  official 
information  of  it?  There  must  have  been  some 
official  neglect ! 

Jul.  I  beg  pardon  for  the  interruption ;  I  think 
you  were  talking  of  Fra  Diavolo  ? 

Baron.  (Haughtily.)  Sir! 

Jul.  Perhaps  there  is  no  one  so  well  able  to  give 
you  an  idea  of  that  famous  personage,  as  myself. 

Baron.  Indeed,  sir!  I  am  delighted  to  have 
made  your  acquaintance.  Pray,  sir,  how  came  you 
to  know  anything  of  this  brigand  ? 

Jul.  Oh,  merely  wishing,  in  my  capacity  of  an 
artist,  to  see  as  much  as  I  could  of  the  picturesque, 

I  determined  to  pay  him  a  visit. 

Baron.  You  did  nothing  more  than  leave  your 
card,  I  should  suppose  ? 

Jul.  On  the  contrary,  I  was  there  a  whole  week  ; 
you,  sir,  would  have  been  delighted  to  have  been 
there. 

Baron.  Do  you  think  so  ? 

Jul.  I  am  sure  of  it !  He’s  a  most  agreeable, 
gentlemanly  fellow.  No  violence  or  brutality 
about  him.  There  is  only  one  person  on  earth 
that  he  really  vows  terrible  revenge  upon. 

Baron.  Only  one  ?  Then  come,  he’s  not  such  a 
sanguinary  wretch  after  all.  I  pity  the  one !  You 
didn’t  happen  to  ask  him  who  the  miserable 
wretch  is,  did  you,  sir,  that  he  has  marked  out  as 
a  bonne  bouche  ? 

Jul.  Oh,  he  makes  no  secret  of  it :  it  is  the 
Minister  of  Police — one  Baron  de  Musquito. 

Baron.  Yon  don’t  say  so  ? 

Jul.  Yes,  sir;  he  says,  “The  rascal  has  put  a 
price  on  my  head,  which  has  made  his  own  not 
worth  a  month’s  purchase.”  Those  were  his  very 
words. 

Baron.  Dear  me !  Why  he  means  me,  sir ! 

Rosa.  My  husband ! 

Jul.  You  ?  Are  you  the  Baron  de  Musquito  ? 

Baron.  I  am,  sir  ! — I  am  the  bonne  bouche ! 

Jul.  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it,  Baron,— I  am 
proud  of  the  honour. 

Baron.  But  I  am  not ! 
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Jut.  Come,  Baron,  the  Minister  of  Police  can 
have  no  ignoble  fears.  Be  yourself. 

Baron.  Be  myself,  indeed!  I  wish  I  could  bo 
anyone  else,  for  the  present,  at  any  rate.  But  what 
is  he  like  ? 

Jut.  When  I  saw  him,  he  wore  a  dress  of  green 
velvet  and  gold.  His  stature  is  mine,  his  eyes  mine, 
his  hair  precisely  mine. 

Baron.  Would  you  have  the  goodness  to  write 
that  down  for  me  ? 

J ul.  Certainly !  Or,  perhaps  a  sketch  of  him 
would  suit  your  purpose  better  ? 

Baron.  Ah,  let  me  have  his  picture.  I’ll  hang- 
that  at  any  rate,  till  I  can  have  the  pleasure  of 
doing  the  same  for  the  original.  Will  you  take 
the  trouble  ? 

Jul.  No  trouble  at  all!  A  few  touches  of  the 
pencil  will  do  it. 

(Goes  to  table,  n.,  sits  down,  and 
draws.) 

Baron.  (To  Rosa.)  An  agreeable,  clever  person 
that.  With  his  assistance,  the  police  would  have 
no  trouble  in  taking  Fra  Diavolo. 

Enter  LAURETTA,  door  in  flat. 

Rosa.  ( l .  c.)  Ah,  Lauretta!  so  you  have  had  a 
visitor,  and  kept  his  coming  a  secret  ? 

Lau.  (l.)  I !  What  mean  you  ? 

Rosa.  Nevermind.  We  have  found  it  out. 
Baron.  ( R .)  Yes;  we’ve  found  it  out.  We  know 
now  why  you  were  confused — we  know  on  whose 
account  it  was. 

Lau.  On  whose  account  ? 

Jut.  (Coming  forward,  R.)  Yes;  it  was  on  my 
account.  I  had  the  want  of  propriety  to  present 
myself  without  first  giving  my  letters  of  intro¬ 
duction.  Here,  sir,  is  the  sketch.  ( Gives  Baron 
the  sketch  he  has  been  draining.)  Will  you  do  me  the 
favour?  (Crosses  to  Lauretta.)  I  said  I  should  be 
always  close  at  hand. 

(Aside,  to  her.  He  then  goes  up  and 
comes  down,  R.) 

Baron.  (Looking  at  the  sketch.)  So  this  is  Fra 
Diavolo  ? 

Lau.  What  mean  yon  ? 

Rosa.  (Taking  the  sketch.)  Let  me  look.  I  think 
1  should  know  him. 

(Looks  at  it,  her  back  to  Lauretta.) 
Lau.  (l.,  glancing  at  the  sketch  over  Rosa’s  shoul¬ 
der— aside.)  His  own  likeness,  I  declare !— the  very 
dress,  too !  What  a  resemblance  ! 

Baron,  (r.  c.)  A  resemblance,  madam,  to  what  ? 

(Takes  sketch.) 

Lau.  To — to — (looking  at  Julian,  who  menaces ) — 
to  the  description  given  me  by  Rosa ! 

(Goes  up  with  Rosa.) 

Baron.  Ah !  Why,  I  could  tell  by  the  features 
what  a  wretch  this  man  must  be !  There’s  murder 
and  robbery  in  the  very  expression  of  his  coun¬ 
tenance  !  Oh,  you  monster ! 

Jut.  (R.)  Nay,  sir ;  you  are  rather  too  hard  upon 
him. 

Baron.  I  won’t  hear  a  word  in  his  favour ! 

Jul.  You  must,  at  least,  allow  him  to  be  clever, 
to  have  so  long  baffled  the  ingenuity  of  the  Minister 
of  the  Police. 

Baron.  You  seem  to  be  his  apologist. 

Jul.  No ;  but  I  look  upon  him  with  the  eye  of  an 
artist.  There  is,  you  must  allow,  a  poetry  and 
romance  about  his  character,  which  is,  to  a  certaiu 
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degree,  attractive.  I’ll  give  you  some  idea  of  him. 
Now,  fancy  that  I  am  he. 

(Crosses  to  R.  C.  Lauretta  and  Rosa 
come  down — Rosa  L.,  Lauretta  L.  c.) 

SONG. 

Now  fancy— now  fancy  you  see 
This  terrible  brigand  in  me  ; 

Suppose  that  the  monster  you  fear. 

Disguised,  should  be  secretly  here; 

And  here  stands  the  victim  he’s  sought — 

His  term  of  existence  is  short. 

1  doom  thee,  thou  head  of  police; 

But  fear  not— fear  not;  you  may  rest  in  peace. 

Behold  how  his  features  impart 
The  vengeance  that  burns  in  his  heart ! 

Then  tremble !  They  live  not  a  day 

(To  Lauretta.) 

IFTio  dare  his  designs  to  betray. 

The  wife  he  with  gallantry  greets,  (To  Rosa.) 
With  his  dagger  the  husband  he  meets; 

(To  Baron.) 

A  nd  here  you  stand  trembling  with  dread. 

He’s  sworn  it — he’s  sworn  it — he  will  have  your 
head ! 

Lau.  (Aside.)  What  admirable  coolness — what 
presence  of  mind — when  the  least  thing  might 
betray  him ! 

Jul.  But,  ladies,  I  have  been  keeping  you  from 
the  ball.  (Offers  his  hand  to  Lauretta.)  Might  I 
have  the  honour  ? 

Lau.  (l.  c.,  aside,  to  Julian.)  I  understand.  You 
wish  to  have  me  under  your  eye — you  cannot  trust 
me  ? 

Jul.  (r.  c.,  aside,  to  Lauretta.)  You  think  so. 
(Releasing  her  hand,  and  crossing  to  Rosa.)  Madam, 
may  I  be  permitted  ?  (To  Baron.)  If  you,  sir,  have 
no  objection? 

Baron.  None  in  the  world !  (Offering  his  hand  to 
Lauretta.)  Will  you  allow  me  ? 

Lau.  Thank  you  ;  I  will  join  you  presently. 

[Exit  Julian,  leading  out  Rosa,  Baron 
following,  door  in  flat. 

He  is  indeed  an  extraordinary  being.  Nothing 
seems  to  unnerve  him.  He  is  the  very  fulfilment 
of  all  that  I  have  pictured  of  Fra  Diavolo — the 
courage,  the  easy  assurance,  the  gaiety !  What  a 
pity  it  is  that  brigands  are  such  dishonest  people  1 

SONG. 

From  yonder  mountain’s  rugged  height. 

When  night  begins  its  reign  ; 

With  gallant  heart,  and  footsteps  light. 

The  brigand  seeks  the  plain, 

All  at  his  presence  start, 

Some  with  their  gold  must  part, 

But  from  the  fair  he  steals  a  heart  l 
Maiden  beware,  once  in  his  power 
None  can  e’er  resist  his  sway  ; 

Many  have  rued  the  fatal  hour. 

Take  a  warning  from  my  lay. 

One  night  alone  a  maiden  hied, 

Her  fluttering  heart  with  hope  elate; 

To  seek  the  shadow’d  mountain’s  side. 

Where  she  had  bid  her  lover  wait. 

She  sees  a  form  to  stand, 

As  her  love  then  at  hand. 
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Her  arm  is  grasped— ’tis  the  hold  brigand! 

Maidens  beware ,  once  in  Ms  power. 

None  can  e’er  resist  his  sway; 

Many  have  rued  the  fatal  hour, 

Take  a  warning  from,  my  lay. 

Enter  BARON,  door  in  flat,  a  despatch  in  his  hand, 
he  comes  down,  r. 

Baron.  Excuse  me  again,  madam ;  but  I  liave 
received  another  despatch,  which  it  is  necessary 
for  me  to  read  at  once.  It  may  be  important ! 

Enter  ROSA,  door  in  flat. 

Rosa,  (l.)  Come,  Lauretta,  will  you  not  rejoin 
the  dancers ! 

Baron.  No — stay  a  moment.  This  paper  may  be 
of  consequence,  I  should  like  you  to  hear  it. 
(Opens  and  reads  it.)  “I  understand  that  as  a 
return  for  the  forbearance  shown  by  me  towards 
your  wife,  you  have  redoubled  your  exertions  to 
secure  me.  I  shall  acknowledge  your  kindness  in 
person  by  coming  to  Naples."  Oh,  the  villain ! 
“  When  I  shall  return  to  your  amiable  lady  rhe 
diamond  necklace  she  lot  fall  on  the  road.  At 
midnight  wherever  she  may  be  I  shall  be  with  her — 
Signed,  Fra  Diavolo!” 

*“«.  }  Fra  Diavolo ! 

Baron.  At  midnight !  Why  it’s  past  eleven 
already— perhaps  he  is  now  in  the  house — but  no, 
he  never  could  have  the  assurance.  If  he  does 
come,  it  never  shall  be  said  that  the  Minister  of 
Police  condescended  to  receive  such  a  monster — I’ll 
go  home ! 

Enter  FLORA  hastily,  door  R. 

Flo.  (r.)  Oh,  my  lady,  my  lady ! 

Law.  (r.  c.)  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Baron,  (r.  c.  tremblingly.)  The  silly  creature 
seems  to  be  alarmed. 

Flo.  Oh.  sir,  good  reason. 

Baron.  Don’t  be  afraid !  What  is  it? 

Flo.  Oh,  my  lady,  we  have  found  in  your  brother’s 
chamber - 

Lau.  (Crossing  to  Flora,  aside.)  Hush!  What 
is  it  ? 

Flo.  (Aside  to  Lauretta.)  The  wardrobe’s  broken 
open  !  a  suit  of  clothes  taken  out,  and  another  suit 
taken  in  exchange,  in  which  these  papers  were 
found. 

Lau.  (Taking  and  looking  at  them,  aside.)  Ah,  my 
brother’s  hand — “To  the  Count  Juliau  de  Beau¬ 
vais."  So,  so;  I  guess  the  plot.  (To  Flora.)  That 
will  do — you  may  go — leave  me. 

Flo.  (Aside.)  How  cool,  to  be  sure — “  That  will 
do.”  Well— I  never! 

[E.rit  Flora,  door  r. 

Lau.  (r.  aside.)  So,  my  dear  brother,  you  and 
your  accomplice  have  made  me  your  dupe  to  a 
certain  point ;  but  now  it  comes  to  my  turn.  Baron, 
to  you,  as  Minister  of  Police,  it  is  my  duty  to  make 
a  discovery. 

Baron.  A  discovery ! 

Lau.  The  brigand  you  are  looking  for  in  every 
direction - 

loir  }  Fra  Diavolo! 

Lau.  Is  in  this  house  ! 

Baron.  No,  is  he  ?  Order  the  Baron  de  Mosquito’s 
carriage  out.  How  do  you  know  ? 

Lau.  (Opening  door  r.)  You  know  his  dress? 

Baron.  Is  he  here  ? 

Lav.  No — only  his  dress ! 
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Baron.  Oh,  that’s  nothing!  if  lie  had  been  there 
in  person  it  would  have  been  my  duty  to  have 
secured  him  on  the  instant.  (Crossing  to  door  r.  and 
looking  in.)  Ah!  there’s  his  dress  sure  enough, 
there’s  his  very  hat.  Then  he  must  be  iu  the 
house.  What’s  to  be  done  ?  What’s  to  be  done  ? 

(Running  about.) 

Rosa.  Why,  you  run  about  as  if  you  were  afraid. 

Baron.  Run  about,  do  I  ?  It’s  not  fear,  it’s  the 
rapidity  of  my  ideas,  that  run  away  with  me. 
(Aside.)  I  wish  they  could  ;  but  where  is  he — where 
is  he? 

Enter  JULIAN,  door  in  flat. 

Lau.  Silence !  He  is  here  ! 

Baron.  (Alarmed.)  Here! 

Jul.  (Advancing,  r.  c.)  Ladies,  you  seem  alarmed. 
I  ought  indeed  to  feel  flattered,  could  I  believe  that 
I  am  the  object  of  such  interesting  agitation. 

Baron,  (r.)  What  a  cool  villain  !  (Goes  up.) 

Jul.  I  will  not  inquire  the  cause  of  the  agitation 
I  have  observed.  So  do  not  let  it  interrupt  the 
gaiety  of  the  ball.  (To  Rosa.)  Madam,  I  claim 
your  hand. 

Baron.  (Coming  down  between  them.)  Thank 
you,  sir,  my  wife  is  about  to  go ;  she  does  not  like 
remaining  till  it  is  late.  She  is  afraid  of  brigands, 
and  other  gentlemen. 

Jul.  Oh,  there  need  be  no  fear  of  anything  of 
that  kind.  But  it  is  not  my  custom  to  insist  on 
taking  what  is  not  granted  willingly. 

Baron.  (Aside.)  Indeed  !  Come,  Rosa,  my  dear. 
(To  Lauretta.)  You  will  accompany  us  to  the 
ball-room,  will  you  not,  to  take  leave  of  our 
friends  ? 

Jul.  (Aside  to  Lauretta,  r.  c.)  There  is  no  plot 
against  me,  to  which  you  are  a  party  ?  Beware ! 

Lau.  (Aside  to  Julian,  R.)  If  I  can  save  you, 
unhappy  man,  I  will ! 

[ Exeunt  Baron,  Rosa,  and  Laurctle,  door  in  flat. 

Jul.  “  If  I  can  save  you,  I  will.”  Why,  one  would 
think  from  that  there  must  be  some  danger ;  but 
no,  I  should  hardly  imagine  such  a  thing.  (The 
door  in  flat  is  bolted  without.)  Why,  what  can  that 
be  ?  Are  they  bolting  me  in  ?  Oh,  no,  I  dare  say 
she  will  return  in  a  few  miuutes.  There  can  be  no 
immediate  danger  I’m  sure.  Taking  guitar  from 
sofa.)  This  guitar  may  pass  away  the  time,  for  my 
alarm  is  needless. 

Baccarolle. 

The  moon  is  shining  bright. 

No  clouds  its  radiance  cover  ; 

Then  by  its  friendly  light, 

Steal  forth  to  meet  thy  lover. 

Oh,  haste  thee,  lest  thy  lover’s  call. 

On  other  ears  than  thine  should  fall. 

No  sound  disturbs  the  lake, 

The  mist  is  on  it  sleeping ; 

Love  only  is  awake, 

Its  constant  vigil  keeping. 

Oh,  haste  thee,  lest  thy  lover’s  call 

On  other  ears  than  thine  should  fall. 

Enter  LAURETTA,  door  in  flat. 

Lau.  (Aside,  L.)  So,  my  good  Count,  by  the  aid 
of  my  worthy  brother,  you  thought  to  make  me 
your  dupe.  It  is  my  turn  now  to  make  yon  mine. 
(Approaching — Julian  aflecting  alarm.)  Oh,  sir  ! 

Jul.  (R.)  Why  this  alarm !  Can  it  be  on  my 
account  ? 
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Lau.  Do  you  not  know  what  lias  happened  ?— 
You  are  discovered ! 

Jul.  Why  certainly,  when  I  heard  the  bolt3 
drawn,  I  began  to  suspect. 

Lau.  And  you  can  remain  here  thus  indifferent  ? 
Jul.  Oh,  no;  not  indifferent,  I  was  expecting 
you. 

Lau.  Where  are  your  arms?  You  will  require 
them,  for  I  cannot  hide  the  dreadful  truth.  They 
have  orders  to  tire  upon  you. 

Jul.  And  do  you  think  they  will  ? 

Lau.  Your  leaving  this  apartment  will  bo  the 
signal  for  a  discharge  of  musquetry,  from  which 
nothing  but  a  miracle  can  save  you. 

Jul.  Very  pleasant! 

Lau.  But  I  know  that  you  are  used  to  such 
critical  situations,  and  your  chief  delight  is  to 
show  your  ingenuity  in  escaping  from  them. 

Jul.  But  suppose  there  should  be  no  occasion  for 
any  ingenuity  at  all  ? 

Lau.  What  mean  you  ? 

Jul.  Suppose,  after  all,  I  should  have  had  a 
motive  in  coming  here  ?  Madam,  I  will  no  longer 
conceal  the  fact,  that  love  for  you  has  prompted 
me  to  the  step  I  have  takeu. 

Lau.  I  will  be  equally  frank !  The  name  of  Fra 
Diavolo  has  long  been  the  subject  of  my  admira¬ 
tion,  and  now  when  I  behold  the  object  of  my 
visions  realized  in  you,  my  admiration  has  in¬ 
creased  to  love— I  am  resolved  to  follow  you ! 

Jul.  Follow  me — where? 

Lau.  To  your  mountains !  I  will  be  the  partner 
of  your  adventures  ? 

Jul.  You  would  not  be  so  mad  as  to  fall  in  love 
with  a  real  brigand  ? 

Lau.  A  real  brigand  !  What  mean  you  ?  There 
cannot  be  any  one  so  ridiculous  as  to  pretend  to 
the  character  ? 

J ul.  N  o,  madam  ;  but  what  I  meant  was  this — 
Brigands  are  all  very  well  at  a  distance ;  but  their 
habits,  I  fear,  would  not  suit  you.  Besides,  they 
are  always  in  danger  !  Yon  forget  that  even  now 
they  are  preparing  to  fire  upon  me.  (Trembling.) 

Lau.  So  they  are  !  How  noble  you  appear  in  the 
midst  of  danger.  How  I  long  to  see  you  pierced  by 
the  balls  of  your  remorseless  foes,  and  hurling  de- 
fiauce  at  them  even  in  death ;  what  an  interesting 
picture ! 

Jul.  It  may  seem  so  to  you ;  bnt  to  me  it’s  a  rather 
disagreeable  prospect. 

Enter  BARON  and  Four  Soldiers,  who  occupy  the 
doorway. 

Baron.  (As  entering.)  Guard  all  the  outlets. 
Fra  Diavolo,  you  are  my  prisoner !  (Goes  into  r.) 

Jul.  (Aside.)  So  much  the  better,  it  will  give 
time  to  explain,  sir  ! 

Baron.  (Retreating.)  No  resistance  !  it’s  useless! 
the  authorities  know  how  to  do  their  duty ! 

Jul.  Lead  me  away,  sir — I  am  your  prisoner ! 
Baron.  Don’t  come  near  me — soldiers  approach ! 

(They  do  so.) 

Lau.  (l.)  Remember,  Baron,  that  whatever  he 
may  be,  he  is  still  my  guest. 
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Baron.  Well,  this  is  strange.  Was  it  not  you 
who  denounced  him  to  the  authorities  ? 

Jul.  Is  it  possible  ?  I  can  understand  nothing. 

Baron.  No  more  can  I — but  that  makes  it  doubly 
important  that  you  should  be  arrested  at  once. 
When  wo  who  are  official  don’t  understand,  wo 
always  act  with  more  decision. 

Enter  ROSA,  door  in  fiat. 

Rosa,  (u.,  Much  agitated.)  Oh,  dear,  such  an 
event  has  happened ! 

Baron.  (R.  c.)  I  thought  I  had  placed  you  in  se¬ 
curity  at  home. 

Rosa.  Oh,  such  a  dreadful  affair! 

Lau.  (l.)  Do  not  keep  us  in  suspense. 

Rosa.  (To  Baron.)  You  know  you  placed  me  for 
safety  in  the  room  where  the  large  sum  of  money 
was  deposited  ? 

Baron.  Yes,  the  subscription  raised  for  the  head 
of  Fra  Diavolo,  but  now — (Looking  at  Julian.) — it 
can  remain  where  it  is. 

Rosa.  Yes,  I  suppose  it  will,  for  Fra  Diavolo  has 
taken  it  away  with  him.  He  kept  his  promise — he 
came  to  your  hotel  and  restored  my  diamond  neck¬ 
lace  to  me  in  the  most  honourable  manner.  He 
then  took  the  sum  subscribed  for  his  head,  saying, 
“  he  was  the  only  person  that  he  intended  should 
have  possession  of  it.” 

Baron.  That  can’t  be,  for  here  is  Fra  Diavolo. 

Lau.  (Laughing .)  Where  your  system  of  police 
is  so  perfect  it  is  strange  you  should  not  be  aware 
of  the  arrival  of  a  nobleman  attached  to  the  French 
Embassy. 

Jul.  (Aside.)  Why,  she  certainly  knows  all. 

Baron.  Where  is  he — what  is  his  name  ? 

Lau.  (Crosses  to  Baron,  giving  papers.)  Here  is 
his  passport. 

Baron.  (Reading.)  The  Count  Julian  Beauvais. 

Lau.  Whom  I  have  the  honour  of  presenting  to 
you. 

Baron.  Well,  since  I  have  been  Minister  of 
Police,  this  is  the  only  blunder. 

Jul.  (Crosses  to  Baron.)  That  you  know  of, 
Baron.  (To  Lauretta.)  How  shall  I  apologize  to 
you — but  you  must  blame  your  brother,  who 
insisted  on  betting  with  me — that  if  I  took  this 
stratagem  I  should  succeed. 

Lau.  Indeed!  Then  you  may  tell  him  I  will 
never  forgive  him — (giving  her  hand) — for  having 
gained  his  wager. 

Jul.  To  you,  sir,  as  the  head  of  the  police,  I  owe 
an  apology. 

Baron.  Not  at  all,  sir — the  case  is  no  longer  in 
my  hand.s.  I  can  only  refer  you  to  the  higher 
authorities.  There  is  a  good  attendance  on  the 
judicial  bench;  you  had  better  try  and  get  a 
regular  verdict  from  the  regular  judges.  If  you 
want  me  to  say  a  word  for  you,  I  can  givo  you  a 
good  character. 

Jul.  (To  the  audience.)  May  I  then  hope  there 
will  be  no  objection  to  a  repetition  of  the  visit  of 
Fra  Diavolo  ? 

CURTAIN. 


Disposition  of  the  Characters  at  the  Fall  of  the  Curtain. 

ROSA.  BARON.  JULIAN.'  LAURETTA. 
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a ct i esses  (past  and  present).  Adventures,  National  Customs,  Curious  Facts,  Memoirs  with  Portraits  of 
celebrities  of  the  Day,  Essays,  Poetry,  Fine  Art  Engravings,  Original  and  Select  Music,  Pages  Devoted 
to  tne  Ladies,  The  Work-Table,  Receipts,  Our  Own  Sphinx,  Acting  Charades,  Chess,  Varieties,  Sayings 

and  Doings,  Notices  to  Correspondents,  <Lc. 

Weekly.  One  Penny.  Monthly  Parts,  Ninepence.  Remit  TlireehalJ pence  in  Stamps,  for  Specimen  Copy. 

With  the  Monthly  Parts  are  Presented Fancy  Needlework  Supplements.  Coloured  Parisian  Plates, 
Lenin  \\  ool  Patterns,  Fashionable  Parisian  Head-dresses,  Point  Lace  .Needlework,  Ac.  Ac. 

ALL  THE  BEST  AVAILABLE  TALENT,  AUTISTIC  AND  LITERARY,  ARE  ENGAGED. 

Volumes  I  to  XL,  elegantly  bound,  Now  Ready. 

Each  Volume  contains  nearly  son  Illustrations,  and  640  Pages  of  Letterpress.  These  are  the  most  hand¬ 
some  volumes  ever  ottered  to  the  Public  for  Five  Shillings.  Post-free,  One  Shillingand  Sixpence  extra. 


COMPANION  WORK  TO  ROW  RELLS. 

Simultaneously  with  Row  Rells  is  issued,  Price  One  Penny,  in  handsome  wrapper, 

BOW  BELLS  NOVELETTES. 

This  work  is  allowed  to  be  the  handsomest  Periodical  of  its  class  in  cheap  literature.  The  authors  and 
artists  are  of  the  highest  repute.  Each  number  contains  a  complete  Novelette  of  about  the  length  of  a 
One-Volume  Novel. 

Row  Rells  Novelettes  consists  of  sixteen  large  pages,  with  three  beautiful  illustrations,  and  is  issued  in 
style  far  superior  to  any  other  magazines  ever  published.  The  work  is  printed  in  a  clear  and  good  type, 
on  paper  ot  a  fine  quality. 

Row  Bells  Novelettes  is  also  published  in  Parts,  Price  Sixpence,  each  part  containing  Pour  Complete 
Novels.  Vols.  1  to  13,  each  containing  Twenty. five  complete  Novels,  bound  in  elegantly  coloured  cover, 
price  2s.  6d.,  or  bound  in  cloth,  gilt-lettered,  4s.~6d. 


EVERY  WEEK.— This  Illustrated  Periodical,  containing  sixteen  large  pages,  is  published  every  Wednes¬ 
day,  simultaneously  with  Row  Rells,  it  is  the  only  Halfpenny  Periodical  in  England,  and  is  about  the 
size  of  the  largest  weekly  journal  except  RowBells.  A  Volume  of  this  Popular  Work  is  published  Half- 
yearly.  Vol.  31  now  ready,  price  Two  Shillings.  Weekly,  One  Halfpenny.  Monthly,  Threepence. 

THE  HISTORY  AND  LEGENDS  OF  OLD  CASTLES  AND  ABBEYS.— With  Illustrations  from  Original 
Sketches.  The  Historical  Facts  are  compiled  from  the  most  authentic  sources,  and  the  Original  Legends 
amt  Engravings  are  written  and  drawn  by  eminent  Authors  and  Artists.  The  Work  is  printed  in  bold, 
clear  type,  on  good  paper;  and  forms  a  handsome  and  valuable  Work,  containing  743  quarto  pages,  and 
190  Illustrations.  Price  Twelve  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 

DICKS’  EDITION  OF  STANDARD  PLAYS.— Price  One  Penny  each.  Comprising  all  the  most  Popular 
Plays,  by  the  most  Eminent  Writers.  Most  of  the  Plays  contain  from  16  to  32  pages,  are  printed  in  clear 
type,  on  paper  of  good  quality.  Each  Play  is  Illustrated,  and  sewn  in  an  Illustrated  Wrapper.  Numbers 
1  to  600,  now  ready. 

THE  HOUSEHOLD  ROOK  OF  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY.— Price  One  Shilling.  Post  free,  is.  6d.  This 
remarkably  cheap  and  useful  book  contains  everything  for  everybody,  and  should  be  found  in  every 
household. 

DICKS’  BRITISH  DRAMA.— Comprising  the  Works  of  the  mo«t  Celebrated  Dramatists.  Complete  in 
12  Volumes.  Each  volume  containing  about  20  plays.  Every  Play  Illustrated.  Price  One  Shilling  each 
Volume.  Per  Post,  Fourpence  extra. 

ROW  RELLS  HANDY  BOOKS.— A  Series  of  Little  Rooks  under  the  above  title.  Each  work  contains 
64  pages,  printed  in  clear  type,  and  on  line  paper. 

1  Etiquette  for  Ladies.  I  3.  Language  of  Flowers.  |  5.  Etiquette  on  Courtship 

jj'  I  4.  Guide  to  the  Ball  Room.  I  and  Marriage. 

Price  3d.  Post  free,  GJd.  Every  family  should  possess  the  Bow  Bells  Handt  Books. 

THE  TOILETTE;  A  Guide  to  the  Improvement,  of  Personal  Appearance  and  the  Preservation  f* 

A  New  Edition,  price  Is.,  or  by  post,  Is.  Id.,  cloth,  gilt. 

London :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand;  and  all  Booksellers 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


MUSIC. 


DICKS’  PIANOFORTE  TUTOR. 

This  book  is  full  music  size,  and  contains  instructions  and  exercises,  full  of  simplicity  and 
melody,  which  will  not  weary  the  student  in  their  study,  thus  rendering  the  work  the 
best  Pianoforte  Guide  ever  issued.  It  contains  as  much  matter  a3  those  tutors  for  which 
six  times  the  amount  is  charged.  The  work  is  printed  on  toned  paper  of  superior  quality, 
in  good  and  large  type.  Price  One  Shilling ;  post  free,  Twopence  extra. 

CZERNY’S  STUDIES  FOR  THE  PIANOFORTE. 

These  celebrated  Studies  in  precision  and  velocity,  for  which  the  usual  price  has  been  Half- 
a-Guinea,  is  now  issued  at  One  Shilliug  post  free,  threepence  extra.  Every  student  of 
the  Pianoforte  ought  to  possess  this  companion  to  the  tutor  to  assist  him  at  obtaining 
proficiency  on  the  instrument. 

DICKS’  EDITION  OF  STANDARD  OPERAS  (  full  music  size),  with  Italian,  French,  or  German 
and  English  Words.  Now  ready  : — 

Donizetti’s  “  Lucia  di  Lammermoor,”  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.  Price  2s.  6d. 
Rossini’s  “II  Barbiere,”  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.  Price  2s.  6d. 

Elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  lettered,  os.  each.  Others  are  in  the  Press.  Delivered  carriage 
free  for  Eighteenpence  extra  per  copy  to  any  part  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

SIMS  REEVES'  SIX  CELEBRATED  TENOR  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling. 
Pilgrim  of  Love  Bishop. — Death  of  Nelson.  Braham.— Adelaide,  Beethoven. — The  Thorn.  Shield. 
— The  Anchor’s  Weighed.  Braham. — Tell  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee.  Hodson. 

ADELINA  PATTI’S  SIX  FAVOURITE  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling.  There  bo 
none  of  Beauty’s  Daughters.  Mendelssohn. — Hark,  hark,  the  Lark.  Schubert. — Home,  Sweet  Homo. 
Bishop. — The  Last  Rose  of  Summer.  T.  Moore. — Where  the  Bee  Sucks.  Dr.  Arne. — Tell  me,  my 
Heart.  Bishop. 

CHARLES  SANTLEY’S  SIX  POPULAR  BARITONE  SONGS.  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling. 
The  Lads  of  the  Village.  Dibdin. — The  Wanderer.  Schubert. — In  Childhood  My  Toys.  Lortzing. 
— Tom  Bowling.  Dibdin. — Rock’d  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep.  Miuight, — Man  Tom.  Purcell. 

%*  Any  of  the  above  Songs  can  also  be  had  separately,  price  Threepence  each. 


MUSICAL  TREASURES. —  Full  Music  size,  price  Fourpence.  Now  Publishing  Weekly.  A  Complete 
Repertory  of  the  best  English  and  Foreign  Music,  aucient  and  modern,  vocal  and  instrumental, 
solo  and  concerted,  with  critical  and  biographical  annotations,  for  the  pianoforte. 


1  My  Normandy  (Ballad) 

2  Auld  Robin  Gray  (Scotch  Ballad) 

3  La  Sympathie  Valse 

4  The  Pilgrim  of  Love  (Romance) 

6  Di  Pe3catore  (Song) 

6  To  Far-off  Mountain  (Duet) 

7  The  Anchor's  Weigh’d  (Hallad) 

8  A  Woman’s  Heart  (Ballad) 

9  Oh,  Mountain  Home!  (Duet) 

10  Above,  how  Brightly  Beams  the  Morning 

11  The  Marriage  of  the  Roses  (Valse) 

12  Norma  (Duet) 

13  Lo!  Heavenly  Beauty  (Cavatina) 

14  in  Childhood  my  Toys  (Song) 

15  While  Beauty  Clothes  the  Fertile  Vale 

16  The  Harp  that  once  through  Tara’s  Halls 

17  The  Manly  Heart  (Duet) 

18  Beethoven’s  “Andante  and  Variations” 

19  In  that  Long-lost  Home  wc  Love  (Song) 

20  Where  the  Bee  Sucks  (Song) 

21  Ah.  Fair  Dream  (“Marta”) 

22  La  Petit  Fleur 

23  Angels  ever  Bright  and  Fair 

24  Naught  e’er  should  Sever  (Duet) 

25  ’Tis  but  a  little  Faded  Flow’r  (Ballad) 

26  My  Mother  bids  me  Bind  my  Hair  (Canzonet) 

27  Coming  thro’  the  Rye  (Song) 

28  Beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea  (Ballad) 

29  Tell  me,  my  Heart  (Song) 

30  I  know  a  Bank  (Duet) 

31  The  Minstrel  Boy  (Irish  Melody) 

32  Hommage  au  Genie 

33  See  what  Pretty  Brooms  I’ve  Bought 

34  Tom  Bowling  (Song) 

U  Te!l  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee  (Ballad) 


36  When  the  Swallows  Homeward  Fly  (Song) 

37  Rock’d  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep  (Song) 

38  Beethoven’s  VVaitzes  First  Series 

39  As  it  Fell  npon  a  Day  (Duet) 

40  A  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave  (Song) 

41  Why  are  you  Wandering  here  I  pray? 

(Ballad) 

42  A  Maiden's  Prayer. 

43  Valse  Brillante 

44  Home,  Sweet  Home!  (Song) 

45  Oft  in  the  Stilly  Night  (Song) 

46  All’s  Well  (Duet) 

47  The  “Crown  Diamonds”  Fantasia 

48  Hear  me,  dear  One  (Serenade) 

49  Youth  and  Love  at  the  Helm  (Barcarolle) 

50  Adelaide  Beethoven  (song) 

51  The  Death  of  Nelson  (Song) 

52  Hark,  hark,  the  Lark 

53  The  Last  Rose  of  Summer  (Irish  Melody) 

54  The  Thorn  (Song) 

55  The  Lads  of  the  Village  (Song) 

56  There  be  none  of  Beauty’s  Daughters  (Song) 

57  The  Wanderer  (Song) 

58  I  have  PI  ucked  the  Fairest  Flower 

59  Bid  Me  Discourse  (Song) 

60  Fisher  Maiden  (Song) 

61  Fair  Agnes  (Barcarolle) 

62  How  Calm  arid  Bright  (Song) 

63  Woman’s  Inconstancy  (Song) 

64  Echo  Duet 

65  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters  (Irish  Melody) 

66  Lo,  Here  the  Gentle  Lark 

67  Beethoven’s  Waltzes  (Second  Series) 

68  Child  of  Earth  with  the  Golden  Hair  (Song) 

69  Should  he  Upbraid  (Song) 


London;  Jokn  Dices,  313.  ?trand;  and  all  Booksellers. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


THE  CHEAPEST  NEWSPAPER  IN  THE  WORLD. 

EIGHT  PAGES.— FORTY-EIGHT  COLUMNS. 

REYNOLDS’S  NEWSPAPER, 

PRICE  ONE  PENNY. 

this  is  the 

CHEAPEST  AND  LARGEST  WEEKLY  NEWSPAPER 

ISSUED  FROM  THE  PRESS. 

It  CONTAINS  EIGHT  PAGES,  or  FORTY-EIGHT  COLUMNS. 

4?  0RGAN  0F  GENERAL  INTEL- 
UNRIVALLED  ;  WHILE  ITS  ENORMOUS  CIR¬ 
CULATION  DENOTES  IT  AS  AN  EXCELLENT  MEDIUM  EOR 

-A-X3'VESS=2.,X,,ISDE3I^C3S33XrTS. 

Persons  intending  to  Emigrate  should  read  the  Emigration  and  Colonial  Intelli¬ 
gence  in  Reynolds  s  Newspaper. 

{ntel%ence  connected  with  the  Drama,  Markets,  Sporting,  Police,  Con- 

Tnmw, ai]d  Ci°niAT  Matters>.and  the  Current  Literature  of  the  Day,  Accidents, 
Inquests,  &c.,  this  Newspaper  is  unrivalled.  J 

THERE  ARE  FOUR  EDITIONS  ISSUED  WEEKLY : 

S1®  ti“®  for  Thursday  Evening’s  Mail,  for  Abroad. 

Tim  THTRD ?taFF0Ur»°i  C  ?Ck  °o  ?rid,ay  Moruin^  for  Scotland  and  Ireland. 

7iHIS?TTurJuUr.0^Iock  on  Saturday  Morning,  for  the  Country. 

And  the  FOURTH  at  Four  o’clock  on  Sunday  Morning,  for  London. 

EACH  EDITION  CONTAINS  THE  LATEST  INTELLIGENCE  UP  TO 
THE  HOUR  OE  GOING  TO  PRESS. 

QUARTERL1  SUBSCRJPTIONS,  Is.  8d.,  post-free,  can  be  forwarded  either  by 
Post-Ofhce  Order  (payable  at  the  Strand  Office)  or  in  Postage  Stamps.  7 

London :  313,  Strand. 


YnTOYV  irie^xidy. 

Crown  8vo,  Cloth,  Gilt.  Price  2s.  6d., 


THE 


TRUE  STORY  OF  LOUIS  NAPOLEON’S  LIFE 

BY  SAMUEL  PHILLIPS  DAY. 

°fvhe  SeVera!  papers  ^¥cb  appeared  in  Reynolds's  Newspaper 
on  the  life  of  the  ex-Emperor,  depicting  his  career  from  his  birth  to  his  death?  ' 

London :  313,  Strand. 


h.l>  VERTI SEM  ENTS . 


u 


Now  Ready,  Portrait  and  8  Illustrations,  crown  8vo,,  14G  pages,  Price  6d., 


THE  DRAMATIC  WORKS  OF 

RICHARD  BRINSLEY  SHERIDAN, 

\\  ith  a  Biographical  and  Critical  Sketch  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

Contents : — 


The  Rivals 

St.  Patrick’s  Day ;  or,  the  Scheming 
Lieutenant 
The  Duenna 
\  Trip  to  Scarborough 


The  School  tor  Scandal 
The  Camp 

The  Critic;  or,  a  Tragedy  Re¬ 
hearsed 
Pizarro 


Can  also  be  liad  separately,  price  One  Penny  each ;  post  free,  one  halfpenny  each  extra 


London :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand, 


Now  Ready,  Price  Sixpence ;  post-free,  One  Penny  extra, 


DICES’  STANDARD  CHARADES 

AND  COMEDIES 


BANDIT. 

THE  SNOW  HELPED. 
JARGONELLE. 

A  MARRIAGE  NOOSE. 

THE  LOST  POCKET-BOOK. 
TWENTY  AND  FORTY. 

ALL’S  FAIR  IN  LOVE. 

A  WOMAN  WILL  BE  A  WOMAN. 


THE  CAPTAIN’S  GHOST. 
HAT-BOX. 

NUMBER  157  B. 

LOVELY. 

BOW  BELL(F)S. 


MISTAKEN. 

LOCKSMITH. 

PORTMANTEAU. 


FOR  HOME  REPRESENTATION 


rHE  ABOVE  CHARADES  AND  COMEDIES  CAN  BE  PERFORMED  WITHOUT  RlSK 

of  Infringing  ant  Rights. 

London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Bockeller*. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


NOW  PUBLISHING, 


DICES’  SHILLING  SHAKSPERE. 

Containing  the  Whole  of 

THE  GREAT  DRAMATIST’S  WORKS, 

WITH 

LIFE,  PORTRAIT,  AND  THIRTY-SIX  ILLUSTRATIONS, 


BY  GILBERT,  WILSON,  ETC.,  BEING 

THE  CHEAPEST  BOOK  EVER  PUBLISHED. 

“This  thick  and  densely-printed  publication  is,  merely  for  its  mass  and  bulk,  a 
wonder,  and  when  we  remember  what  it  is,  and  what  pure  and  healthy  matter  it 
gives  broadcast  to  the  people,  the  wonder  becomes  gratitude  and  hopefulness.  — 
Daily  Telegraph. 

One  Shilling;  per  Parcel  Post,  4id.  extra. 

This  Edition  may  also  be  had,  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt-lettered,  price  2s. 


London:  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand. 


— - ■ 

Now  Ready,  Price  Sixpence, 

TALES  FROM  SHAKSPERE. 

BY  CHARLES  LAMB. 

Sixty  Illustrations  by  Frederick  Gilbert. 

London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand. 


Now  Ready,  Price  Sixpence. 

THE  BEAUTIES  OF  SHAKSPERE 

BY  DR.  DODD. 

With  Preface,  Glossary,  and  Index . 

jcondon :  John  Dic^s,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


